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Took his self away from him. 


— Dr. H. Weinstein 


MULADHAR 


I am son of no man, 


of oil-black dirt, no god is more present, 
amniotic, 


that sticks, flour-fine grit between bicuspid and canine, 

tacky dough against the unproddible depths of gum under tooth-root, 
in the back of my procambium mouth, 

my mouth is full of mud, 
the one-cell tongue hairs ( billions ) 
groping around dirt grains 
(nor sight, only thirst ) 
towards the water ( saliva ) between 
(no nerves, only thirst ), 


pressing against, 
weighing against, 


the root-soil interface, cell membrane and rhizosheath 
(no muscles to move, 
nor brain to direct ), 


as though the water between were its own gravity, searching voice 
(no sound, only thirst ), 


relaxing towards osmotic balance, 
collapsing towards sameness, death, 


as though nothing could grow (( but that’s how it grows ), 


no will exerted against entropy, 
nor seeping diffusion of energy ); 


that clots in the nose, 
cloying against thin-skin walls, pungent, 
the viscous nose-skin walls 
sensitive as blister-skin, 
dermal-wet pink, genital and exposed 


and smell comes to matter, 
becomes matter, 
turns upon, 
a pressure without ( release ), 
nostrils sewn shut — the thick and growing nose hairs, 
glue-glot on nose hairs, 
meconium, 
my nose is full of mud, 


self-fertilizing, 
-sustaining, 
-substantiating, 


hair-fine roots of odor digging down past the lungs, 
rhizome heavy, 
pushing down through the bowels, 
the rock-like tread of my feet stretching down 
to the ground; 


that squirts up through the toes, 
slides slick like mercury breaks from cracked glass 
in long strings of shining beads across the bathroom floor in memory, 
cold and wet tongue on the web-skin between 
my ginger-root toes, 
my toes are stuck in mud, 


as 
these are 


my feet, 
my feet, 
my feet 
(in memory ) 
wide and bare and these feet are my tongue 


( and I am only tongue, 
a radicle tongue, 
pimpled and round 
sliding down through the slick Nile silt, diarrhoeal, 


forgiving, 
shoring, 
enfolding, 


hollowed out home in the cave of an arm, constricting-warm 
( and have found the language to be slipping ( and away from ), 
my language, in conversation most, 
but in thought even, 
meaning to be 
a gasping remove, so far from, 
but bending attention down in to )) 


the scratched, red ochre and green, 
the grease-black cave, enfolding space, oil sheen of 


milk sustaining, 
tongue, 
spit 
and iambic thud 
in the shadow of a breast 
( blood rushes out through aorta and pulmonary artery ) 
of the black-god-embracing, 


Isis, 


who, 
swollen with sorrow, 
walked the barren earth, 
cried salt water into fallow fields 


( and the sun beat down and coiled white clouds grew thick and gray, 
towering up, blanketing as blue of sky, 
and fell, dead weight water splashing into cataracted mud, 
heavy soak leaking down to the water table below, slow wash upon rock under mud 


— but nothing would grow 


( and the dread-implacable and carried with, uncentered, 
living in the face of inevitable and rapidly approaching apocalypse-catastrophe 
( religio-political/economic, nuclear-proliferative, environmental/mass-extinctive ) 
— and is happening already 
( has happened and so will continue now to ))); 


and so crouched down in the mud of the swollen, 
lazy brown curl of mud in the, 
from T’ana a sewn-plank boat floats down the river to the sea, 
source, 
the achingly ancient and primordial milk of the 
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( where chemosynthetic bacteria 
( in a bioprocess that predates all plant-life and algae ) 
cluster around hydrothermal vents as water heated and compressed under rock 
explodes out of deep-sea fissures at 400°C, 
dissipating, 
collapsing towards ( but inserting itself into the difference, there, 
into rupture-between, transitional ), 
bloody red tube worm sifting the water, 
the shit-brown sponge at the center unto 
mussel, clam and galatheid, amphipod, anemone, crab, 
the pachycara snakefish, 
sulfide-stink of rotten eggs if you could smell, 
black, 
the not-desert deep; 


where gulls scream over cymbal crash of surf, 
tympanic roll of rip tide on the coral, 
the sweeping sea grass, 
the harlequin plankton bloom, 


the baleen whale, basking shark, clownfish, parrotfish, boxfish, pufferfish, 
leatherjacket and stargazer, beaded sea snake and spiny seahorse, 
elastic twitch of the blue-ringed octopus, 
banded coral shrimp, the thumb-splitter, 
dugong and remora, 
sea-squirt, barnacle, the crown of thorns starfish, 
opaline and diamond-dusted reef squid, 
the crochet jellyfish, transparent irukandji, 
leopard shark, tiger shark, zebra shark, hammerhead, 
the blue dragon sea slug, flamboyant cuttlefish, 
the striped and chambered nautilus, sun-splurge on the water, 
pearlescent air plunge under gulping waves, 
prismatic bubbles rushing through the coral ), 
back to the sea 


( where everything is killed, everyone eaten ), 


backwards through time 
(when we crawled, dripping, up out of salt-heavy and pregnant oceans 
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( the water within us heavy for the past, 
a building osmotic pressure to be pissed out, sweat out, shit out, cried 
( we’re water within, ocean-carried-with 
( the wine-red kelp, 
the turquoise strings of algae, iron-black rock under sea-lather ), 
we’ re dead time within ), 


holding together, 
holding against 


but yearning downhill, from toilet to sewer to river to sea 
( where everyone is killed, everything — 
nothing to eat but of the body of the lord 


( the complex organic compounds of this body, billions of years in the making, 
become, 
everything becomes ))); 
an anchor of grief hat tore at her gut — come back! 


to the dead, 
twice dead and dismembered. 
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I am Thumbsucker-Horus, Ganapati-Trunknose 
( as if no man remembered ), 


who, with torn kelp manacles tangled underfoot, wet on the web-skin between, 
with barnacles glued to flapping and useless gills, is borne, 
as if more than its particulars, streaming, onto shore 
(it will happen without you ), 
collapsed, choking on salt water, 
panting at the too-thin, lungs clawing into vacant air ( reflection of another reflected ), 


who couldn’t breathe the water anymore, 
who couldn’t yet breathe air — 


torn plastic bag skin on scrap metal bone, stretched across and sagging, 
shoulder-wire-collapsed — 

the weight of 

collected water, 

wet newspaper liver, 
tin-can knees and the polish-iridescent, 
diaphanous sheen of diesel-slick on sand, 
styrofoam fist stubborn against sediment, 
vertebrate, sincere 


(and a sandpiper pecking around yellow spume-scum ), 


formaldehyde, methanol blood-splash through spare parts, chance trash lashed together, 
the mud-suck of tidal pools sharp with broken shells, 


worm-eyed on top of it all — dead elephant’s head rotting sour, 
blue skin hanging from skull, trunk flaccid and heavy and sore — 


the sour and graceless body, rotting meat in mud, 
rhizome toes pushing down into mud, silt-slick in my mouth, 
on my tongue and fecal 
( the ripeness of this coming, 
the moment — that once there was no life, but yet now there is life ) 


the knotting confusion of the worms in my eyes, 
confusion. 
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Iam no man exhumed 


( and the worms in my eyes, 


in my, 

in Memory as 

in music when voices 
in 


the tooth-sticking diesel stink, 
the tonsil-tack of sewer stink, 


the smog in the valley, 
the city center, 
40,000 winding steps to the mummies of Guanajuato, 
the arid mountain air 


( cleaner at elevation, 
but the foyer smells like vomit ), 
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vapid mountain dirt 
and the old brown skin ( yet ) clinging 
and sinews like roots under mud-skin, seismic stresses dissecting, 
laying bare hair-fine nerves, 
once-pneumatic muscles, bulging arteries now chalky and collapsed, 
dead skin collapsed against bone, 


dead hair, 
the always-dead hair dusty, ruffled, 


unchanged 
( what is the difference 
between a live and dead body? ), 


the nails unchanged, 
gray teeth protruding under retracted snarls, 
the eyelashes, delicate against hollow underlids, 


the wedding-fine suits, 
baby lace bonnets, steel eye-glass frame, 


silver crucifix on a chain dirty, 
sour, 


unchanged ); 
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these elements, atoms, 
these particles have not changed ( some have degraded ), 
have endured for billions of years ( some have fused ), 
no will exerted against stasis; 


there has been no root from which 
the proud and evolving architecture of matter could be unfolded ( yet it grows ), 


no plan ( there is no god but ( something that matter does )); 


we are ancient time within, 
only the dead without and within, 


no will exerted against entropy 
nor seeping diffusion of energy; 


the hydrogen in this body is unchanged in this universe, born in the big bang; 
the carbon, oxygen, phosphorus was fused in supernovae that predate the sun; 


as long as the sun has burned these atoms have not changed, 
these particles unchanged; 


they have not changed; 
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no thing new, 


no source, 
no inception that could account for the wild complexity of matter, 
of life, 
of life variant, 
novel, 


these vast and unbalanced systems, 
except uncountable ( literally ) dead iterations of the same small patterns, 
processes 
again and again and 
the same repetitions again and again and boson and quark, lepton, 
electron around proton and neutron, 
chemical bond when hydrogen meets oxygen ( quenching thirst ), 
sunlight on green skin cell and carbon is fixed, burps breathable gas, 
fractal folds ( the closer you look 
repetitions the simpler it isn’t ) 
again and again and 
a profusion of patterns, disintegrating 


patterns as 


everything moves 
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(( and continues to move ) 


when strapped to the table, 
smooth leather belts binding to the table, 
electrodes clamped tight to the temples 





BE caning over, 


rough patch of razor burn, 
sour coffee, thick glasses reflecting, 


no eyes, 


no heart, 


only my eyes reflected, 
thin hair and bruised fatigue, 
puckered, pink burn, blue skin of surfacing stubble 
hanging loose, 
in folds, from the skull. 


BM clicved that the memories could be broken, 
unspoken, 


that the refuse of the past, 
the whole of nA 
rooted deep in the reptilian brain, 
below even brain, 






before, 


the regular movement of every cell 
( passing moments carried forward, 


could be reclaimed, harnessed in repetition ), 
al ‘a 





but, 
he said, 


pulls down heavily, 


every 
word, 
invocation of the haunting, 
the self-cycling past, 
he said, 


but 
everyone a Star, 













the full moon face, 
the deep-cut, crescent underlids, 

heavy, 

the weighted stare, silver crucifix on a chain, 


follow me, 


ee 


you, 


new-birthed 
and possessed of 






you, 
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to create, 


ee ee 


OUT of these disparate sensations, 


you, 


these light waves, 
this sinusoidal current running through 


waves and radiation, 
you, 
a wide and open field before 


everything before 


this ground, 
song making flesh 
( making flesh flesh ), 
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reaching 


from the farthest ambit of — ae 


where the blue comes to black, 
to hard crust, hollow drum underfoot, 


progenitor of seed and 


you, 


genital and blessed 





and breathe 


and breathe 





Everyone is a star, 
he said 


( and breathe ); 
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80 mg of suxamethonium chloride, 
please, 


we’ ll be administering the full current 
instead of a pulse, 


and breathe; 
the pulse method, 


though newly in favor 
instead decreases the incidence of memory loss, 


thereby inhibiting the depatterning process; 


everyone is a Star. 





now relax, 


es 


rr 


and breathe 
and breathe 


——————e 
Sa ((( the earth bestows ) 





and will all happen without 


this moment without ) 
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scorpion sting twisting nerve ends, 
a 
on tensed, on tight-fisted nerve ends 
2. limbs 
my mother, 





stretching spatial, 


lon air was she borne 
and died under electro- 


065s te born? 





( and again and again and )) 


WAITING FOR YOU 






to get OUT!! 
he too-small, 
to move with expression-electric, 


sparks jumping from downed wires and 
not the life of this body ‘jd 
this, 
this sweating, 


EE polluted and gastric 
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( of wet gold and menstrual blood, 
driftwood and river mud, turmeric paste skin 
and stinging, the silt-slick on tongue, cataracted, 


my mouth, full, 
my nose is full 


of mud, 


and Kali down 
in the mud of the river, black turmeric powder against the quick, and 
in the palms of her hands, 
the cauterized linga, greasy caves, brown and green, red 
ochre and black and 
scratched upon the, 
blanched and sickened and the sandstone laid down in Permia, 
long dead, 


and the mud of the, 
the pigment under cuticle, 


tries to spit OUT 
the throat-cling, 
the wet paste, sour tang of bloat, 
clay under god-fingers ( only dead time within ), 
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and the world and I keen 
in One voice, 
together 


— and the seagulls cry and water breaks upon, 
the tongue lick of the wind, 
the fraying surf, sun-splash on the, 
and the waves, 
and the — 


unarticulated, 
my ears are full 


my mouth is full of mud, 


root-whole, hair-fine 


( let there be life ))). 
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The matter of this body 
( these molecules, atoms, these particles ) has been replaced many times over; 


what has endured is only wave-desperately-harnessing, 
wave-wild-against-disintegration again and 
again and slips and regresses, becomes infected 
and these dead-not-dead particles 


that have died in their bodies, patterns, 
in our ancestors’ bodies, bacterial, 
in dinosaur bodies, 
amoeba bodies, 
fallen leaf, 
oceanic, stone, atmospheric bodies, 
solar bodies again and again and 
look around you — 
only these dead-not-dead particles, simple, repeating processes, 
minor, chaotic folds that life has recycled ( as if more than its particulars ), 
death recycled, has spent and reused uncountable times, 


an abundance of movement-only, 
unending energy; 
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there has never been a plan 
( except for your plan ), 


nor spirit 
( except in your breath ), 


nor god 
( except in perspective ); 
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sprung up, tumescent, from the dirt on the ground, 
wash on the shore, 


blooming rare and fleeting mutations, 
rotting iteration, minor folds 


from your thumb to my tongue and I suck on it, 
wet, the web-skin between fingers, blood and thick milk 
and the shit black of silt, like flame-tongues lick 
I would lick black your nipple, 


your thumb, cannibal, 
cicada drone down my throat-( scorpion )-sting past pain, 
current called upon, 


harnessed, 


dregs settled 
down the tip of my spine, sphincter pulsing peristaltic, root to dirt, 
sinews of snot, widow spit mucus draws down, 
drips 


wet, 
warm as shame on my tongue, 


across my thylakoid skin, 
rhizomes curl, stretching deep into mud, 


suck off your tailpipe, 
burp breathable gas, 


cold breath ( phototrophic ) in the twilight of the morning, 
inexhaustible energy; 
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and everything is mud, no god is more present, 
is energy 
in Hiroshima as the atom bomb falls 


the wind slash against buttressed steel fins, 
the to-be-punched snub-nose rushing towards sirens’ song, 


in Marly-la-Ville when lightning crumbles into a 12 meter iron rod, 
cracking all at once 
( the thunder, 
sound and light-explosion ) 
then diffusing into dirt, 


in Jordan Valley when flint crashes against rocks of iron pyrite, 


spark to tinder 
and smoke into flame, 


across the cracking nut-shell crust of the molten world 
as uranium and thorium decay in the Earth’s frozen metal core 
( frozen at 5778 K ), 
in the heart of the Sun as hydrogen fuses, 


in the pin-point prick of the big bang 
(and still in the ), 


tumbling out, 
a thick and growing skin of place, 
duration, 
of matter-energy, 
as if cancerous tumors digesting the dead rock, the living bone and 
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stretching out 
green shoot from broken debris, 
monkshood, baneberry and corn cockle, 
sycamore, mulberry, magnolia, 
the red autumn blaze, 
bleeding heart, foxglove, honeysuckle, 
hollyhock, clover and loosestrife, 
yarrow, dahlia, tigerlily, 
black alder, maple, chestnut and fig, 
olive and pear, 


the wide-spread lotus 
blooming up out of the heavy muck of symbolism, 
baby-headed dandelion 
( and its head popped off ), 
horsenettle and vetch, 
plume grass, feather reed, buffalo, switchgrass, needlegrass, fescue, 
drop seed, wild rye and bulrush, 

barrel cactus, cardon and peyote, 

blazing star and painted daisy, 


wide marshes of rolling sphagnum, 
electric green, 
bright orange, red 


( incessant buzz of stinging flies, 
bitter tang of deet ), 
the skeletal, the broken limbs of drowning spruce, 
heavy boughs of laden pine, 
each needle erect, 
beech, elm and locust, 


dogwood, redbud, hickory, 
spanish oak, juniper, 
thistle, milkweed and creeping jennie, 
summer bloom of catalpa, 
every valentin leaf with fingers wide-splayed, 
wet, the web-skin between 


panhandled, 
beggared, 
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desperate need yawning up from the tarry ocean deep, 
crushing pressure from the bottom of my lungs, 
my lungs are full of mud, 
growing up out my mouth, calyx to style, 
seaweed tangle, 
briny, 
slick across my pimpled tongue, round stigma tip acrid with the smoke sting of bile, 
baby’s milky burp, 
my hair fine roots run like saliva to the sea, 
feeding 


flowering, 
my genital, 
my sensitive head, 
and breathe, 


the rocks become linga, 
the gold becomes cock, 
all the torn up roots become muscle and bone 


and the dead have come into life 


in the pink spread of first breath, flush from blue lips and nose, 
from blanched cheeks to helix, 
oxygen in the lungs absorbed into blood and sucked with every heart beat 
through the pulmonary veins into the left ventricle, forced out through the aorta, 
feeding life to strangled organs; 
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and 
it all circles, all comes rolling back again and 
again and back to the right ventricle, 
through the pulmonary artery to the lungs, 


inhale 
exhale 


back into life 


(lam Iam IamIamIam ) 


and let us think now upon the one-toothed teething, 
reflect the phallus trunk, bent back, breathing, 
the milky tusk to direct us, point prick bleeding, 


a thousand meaty breaths, 
yes, 
one thousand meaty breaths 
sound a deeper divinity than the names of all the gods 
( are something matter does ), 


Sri Ganapati Deva, Om. 
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SWADHISHTHAN 


You, 


captains of industry, 
of technological innovation, 
politicians, 
priests, 
landlords, lawyers 
and CEOs, 
employers ALL, 


authority, 


who hold exposure over our heads that aren’t ours, 
debt over, 
who hold hunger over heads that aren’t ours, 


listen: 


these are acts of war. 
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For 3 long days, 
days under heavy sun, 
and pressing ocean air, 
arid oven heat flash up from the baking stones, 
the knife-light stab from buffed bronze, 
the radiant sky 
and swarming saltwater, 
reflection upon reflection, 
wave-crest against swelling sun, 
the azure banners, 
nasal squeal of bellying horns, 


for 3 long days 
we fought for the mountain pass 
the spear-clogged hourglass. 


Adrenaline flush 

that makes motion mechanic, 
that ravishes pain, 

addles fear, 

conquers thought, 
the bludgeoning blood-pump 
out through aorta and pulmonary artery, 
iambic thud 


(Lam ), 
programmed slash (Iam, I am ), 
perfunctory stab (lam ), 


the collar and thrust of unthinking action. 
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Any atrocity, any grace, 
they are nothing of me; 
the movements of my body are nothing of me 
( they are the movements of money ); 


my shredded limbs are his shrapnel, 
my muscles his thoughts, 
my actions the voice of his language 


( for what are you paid; 
what, of you, remains; 
what, of you, is worth food; 
what, of you, is worth shelter, 
your 4% life, your vitiated will; 


where is your joy, 
your love; 
where is it written; 
where on the accountant’s ledger 
is it written? ) — 


your taxes will be deducted from your paycheck, he said; 
if you’re late again, you’re fired, the old man said. 
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Inhale, 
grunt, 
robot breath 
and torrid air, 
polluted, 
the choking, 
the heavy heat down barren throats. 


Exhale, 
sweat-stick on burnt skin, 
the bruised leather pommel, 
thunder crash of snapping whips, 


the gashed and pendent air. 


af 


You, 


tax payer, 
bill payer, 
tither and fund-raiser, 
bond-holder and banker; 


frequent flier, black friday shopper, 
government funder 
( vast army funder ); 


you, 
customer, car owner, 
cardholder, citizen; 


you, 
character and chorus, 


whose voice isn’t yours 
( you don’t know that you’re fiction ), 
whose work isn’t yours 
(money lies by omission ); 


you, 

assassin, 
vassal of debt, 
of death 


listen: 


these are acts of war 
( performances ), 
of organized murder. 
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It is your effort that flies, 
precise bullet hole through skin 
( dark skin ), 
muscle, 
bone, 
and parachutes out the back, 
gristle buried into rotten concrete 


( but it’s not your money; 
you’re fodder for money ), 


your fist that falls, tearing down the sky, 
wind slash from buttressed fins 
and explodes in an anarchy of searing debris, 
blast, shock and fragmentation, 
fire, 


your tongue that slides, taste buds tingling, 
folds of chin jiggling, 
over screaming pigs in 3-tiered storehouses, 


shit upon 
shit 
upon shit 
( your methyl-exhalations, 
your barely-warmer atmosphere ), 


your cock, 


your 
rapist’s cock erect and electric in the prison shower room, 
the forward operating base, 
in the sacristy; 


you are hiding behind money, 
hiding from yourself, 
hiding from the consequences of your actions 
( your actions, only money ). 
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But you are a killer, 
you, 


paying someone to kill for you, 
voting for someone to kill for you, 


you; 
building vast bureaucratic silences, 
political intrigues, 
calyptic legal sub-clauses, 
theft and murder, 


you, 


snug inside your money cocoon, 
money womb, 


you are a killer. 
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You’ ve bartered your thought 
and effort 
heart and 
will, 
your love 


for money only, 
for comfort and safety 
( you’ ve never been safe ); 


but money isn’t yours 
( has never been ), 
won’t follow your will 


( it is action 
( almost any action — 


( this page, 
this ink, 
this ) -- 


any action that could be bought, 


any ), 
empowers uncertain action 


( the most potent and abstract of symbols, 
almost pure impetus, 
energy 


(( but polluted at inception ) 


4] 


but 
that we are using that energy 
( every single purchase, 
every exchange ) 


to harness living action, 


to feed definite patterns of behavior, 
momentum to a litany 
of living recurrences, 
habits 


( imparting impetus to a BODY of behavior 
and ensuring its endurance AS SUCH ) 


again 
and again 


and 
compacting life 
( every life, 


here, 
now 


( animal, plant, bacterium, fungus, 
protist, archeon 
( whatever we can lay hands upon 
( but most particularly ))), your life ) 
into a system of repeating behaviors 


and ))); 
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the money virus is obligated to WEAPONS MANUFACTURERS 


( Lockheed Martin, 
Boeing, Raytheon; 
United Technologies and General Dynamics, Almaz-Antei; 
Northrop Grumman, Oshkosh and L-3, 
General Atomics; Palantir, Cambridge Analytica; 
Thales and Finmeccanica, SAIC; 
Computer Sciences, Airbus, BAE 
( and this list is not exhaustive and )), 


the health of the WORLD ECONOMY, 
borrowed from WEAPONS MANUFACTURERS 


( the threat of recession 
SO ever-present, 
your family so fragile and ); 


the virus CANNOT survive 
without WEAPONS MANUFACTURERS 


( the arsenal always growing, 


must always 
be growing and ); 


your comfort, your safety, 
bought from WEAPONS MANUFACTURERS; 


and these are acts of WAR, 
of perpetual WAR. 
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And there are bombs planted everywhere, 
assassins hiding everywhere 
( you hide behind money ); 


there is murder everywhere, 
lurking everywhere, 
swollen thermo-nuclear missile silos pushing up everywhere, 
zealous to blow out 
a liquid mushroom of fire and rubble, 
poison, 
of death; 


the city, 
the nation, 
( every nation ) 
the free-market-culture 
( your culture ) 

is complicit in war, 
defended, 
is funded by war; 


its economic habits are fed by endless war; 


and so 
what have you bought; 
what actions have you owned 
with your purchases; 


and who has been killed, 


what malice empowered in your purchases? 


never a time that was not a time of war 
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( this, our lineage and binding legacy, 
chorus of greed 
and self-cycling hate, 
bound of our inherited culture, 


teeth and murder and slavery and fear, 
fiercely thirsting, 


crocodile hiss and scorpion sting 
and single-cell hunger, 


all 
3 billion years of it 


( selfish folds of information 
( pattern integrity ( holding together 
( against ))) 
all desperate against death 
and decay ( but you are going to die ) 
and contagion ), 
and the meanness of it 


all 
coming present, 
the venom, 
this ( present not present 
(not only )), 


the involving violence 
( this ( body of )), 
our endless revenge ); 
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we are turning 
( have turned, 
and so 
continue to turn ) our young men into killers, 
our votes into death sentences, 


generation 
after generation, 


our breath, 
hypoxic exhalations 
( your breath, in faintest rhythms 
as when sleep enveloping ), 
turned to mass extinction 
( and beds to broken bones 
( it should be hard to sleep upon broken bones )), 
global catastrophe; 


and the 
stone and the steel towering over, 
manifesting, 


built out of , 
grown from ( and so fostering 
( the money laws, 
politics, 
the money interactions )) 


carcass and avarice 
and conflict unceasing, 


ubiquitous, 
nauseous ground, 


radial contagion 
(as waves washing OUT ); 


we are not living well. 
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As at Tenochitlan, 
in the temple of the sun, 
in the city 
of heavy sun, 
the blood ran down 


the stepped rock 
( rock manifesting authority, 
coercion 
and submission ), 
the rough, 
wet rock, 


and pooled on the ground; 
and our bodies were thrown from the pyramids ( some were eaten ), 


hearts cut from the bodies that 
were thrown from the pyramids 


(I will make you killers of men, 


he said; 
But he killed them, 
Cortez, remove the heart and the liver, 
the Old Man said; 
he killed them all you are hollow inside, 
for profit; (im )perforate, 
he killed them for gold, 
for greed, obstructed, 


enslaved them all 
just surface and dead, 
for money, 


sold the ground out from under their feet 


all already dead; 
he said ). 
for money, 
No will. 
Nor heart. 
No love. 
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But how bitter it is 
(is ), playing through the patterns of this culture, 
acting out the tired roles required by this culture 


( there is an interlocking superstrata of corporate wills, 
a net of jobs, 
skin of roles-to-be-filled 
animating the muscle and bone of this, 


a patchwork umbrella, as of gods ( real and static ), 
reaching out over the subjects of this 


( not a secret, 
a hidden conspiracy; 


but an EVIDENT culture, 
pattern, 
a process and visible 


(( but so pervasive as to seem invisible ) 
embodied figures of behavior, 


of life )), 


a concave layer of image 
(( upon image ) 


this over-hanging firmament, 


look 
you ), 


an authority-without-source 
( that can come from any source 
( only money )) 
organizing the habits that make up the individual lives 
of this world; 


we haven’t lived well ); 


48 


for what, of you 
( you ), 
is present in these processes, figures, 
these roles; 


in your product car 
driving along product streets 
following product signs 
to the product store 
for your product food, 
product entertainments, 
your product tokens of love; 


shopping again, 
standing in line, 


what, of you, 
is made available to your city, 
your family and culture? 


49 


because 
the night-stick is yours; 
the machine gun is yours; 
the bill mandating the administration of antibiotics upon animals in feedlots 
is yours, 


all yours; 


and a thousand actions every day 
that are murder and garbage 
and pollution and war 


are yours; 


the POWER is ALL YOURS, 
has always been yours, 
from the pink spread of first breath, 


and 
you’ ve given it away 
( spent it ); 


YOU’RE GIVING IT ALL AWAY. 
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You, 


Uncle Tom for money, 
house-nigger of Master Money, 
traitor to your circumstance, 


collaborator, 
snitch 
( you ). 
You, 


maniacs, savages, misers and businessmen, 
this moment built of broken, 
this poem, 
employees ALL, 
product people, 


who’ ve sacrificed your future for a present that isn’t yours, 
sacrificed your present for a future that isn’t yours 
listen: 
you ve lost yourself in money 


(you ); 
you haven’t lived well. 


51 


( Planned Obsolescence, A Jingle 


Your car is a product; it was built to be broken. 

The appliances in your home were built to be broken. 

Your television’s a product; it was built to be broken. 
Your television’s not a culture. 


Your hot water heater was built to be broken. 

Your laptop computer’s built to be broken. 

Your smart phone’s a product; it was built to be broken. 
Your smart phone is not a culture. 


Your stereo’s a product; it was built to be broken. 
Your imported leather shoes were built to be broken. 
Your razor’s a product, was built to be broken. 

Your razor is not a culture. 


A product is not a culture. 
A product is not a culture. 
( repeat as necessary ) A product is not a culture; 


it’s a never-ending bad habit, consuming addiction ( you’re consuming, you’ re 
killing yourself; 


all’ve your effort, 
your will only feeding the dump, 
heart, 
your love only feeding the dump, 


but garbage is not a culture, 
( repeat as necessary ) garbage is not a culture; 


it is theft, murder; 

it is poison and war; 
complicit in war, 

it is war 
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( the polyethylene plastic in your trash can 
will not biodegrade; 
stuck in a lightless landfill, 
it will photodegrade, 
maybe, 
over the course of a thousand years; 
and maybe it won’t 
( there’s no light in the landfill ); 


but your bones will become dust; 
your flesh will be eaten (it’s an honor to be food ); 
your blood will seep between dirt grains 
( or be sucked out of your body 
and replaced with an embalming solution ); 
your wooden casket will rot; 
the brass clasps will oxidize; 
the computer records of your birth, death and marriage 
will become corrupted, unreadable, 
and the plastic will remain, 
your mummified legacy to future generations 
( however many there may be ); 


you’ ve thrown it away, 
but it’s all that will remain )). 
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Your blood feeds down to the roots of the mountain, 
will strengthen the rock at the base of the mountain. 
You are afterbirth stains on the foot of the mountain, he said. 


The assassins will all wear white tunics and red; 
liberated blood and the innocent dead, he said. 
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He, Moloch. 
He, Xerxes. 


He, Justinian. 
Aurangzeb. 


Genghis Khan and Tarmashirin Khan. 


Innocent Three. 
Innocent Four. 


Henry, Robespierre, Ivan, Leopold. 
Lytton (Owen Meredith ), ‘I have no lips to chide thee. 


Trevelyan and Russel. 
Hastings and Cornwallis. 


He, Jackson, Whitside. 
He, Quantrill. 
He, Harry Truman. 


Hitler, Heydrich and Eichmann. 
Talaat and Enver ( this list is not exhaustive ). 


Stalin, Yagoda, Yezhov, Blokhin. 
Franco, Mussolini. 
Pinochet, Castro. 


He, Mobutu, Mugabe 
( Harper and Smith ), 
Taylor, Mengistu, Kambanda, Bagosora. 


Pol Pot, Suharto. 


He, Milosevic. 
He, Mladic. Karadzié. 


Bashar al-Assad and Omar al-Bashir. 
Chiang Kai-shek, Kim I Sung, Ho Chi Minh. 


Mao Zedung. 
Idi Amin. 
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He, Cortez. 
Hong Xiuquan, AkhenAten. 
He, Selassie. 


He, Ram. 
Huitzilopochtli. 
Mars and Allah. 
Mithras. 
YHWH 


( everywhere is the temple ). 


He, Nobodaddy. 


He, Priest. 
Caliph. 
King. 
Lord. 
General. 
Captain. 
Patron. 
President. 
Boss, 


who will feed us a little if we bend to his will; 


who will shelter a moment if we bend to his will. 


He, Hasan-i Sabbah, 
Old Man of the Mountain 
that is Promise 
( that is surface only ), 
that is Alamut, 
Tenochtitlan, 


that is Moscow, 
London, Washington, Baghdad, 
Jerusalem, Mecca, Rome, 
Sparta and Babylon. 
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We name the mountain with One Name — 


al Assass, 
the marketplace, 
the FREE Base ( take a hit ), 
that’s FREE inside 
and we’re not inside; 


that is Heaven torn down to the ground, 


but we’re not inside; 


all the ads says it’s heaven, but we can’t get inside. 


And so stare down at ground that isn’t ours, 
the narrow mountain pass, 
will die upon ground that isn’t ours, 
the blood-dewed grass, 
to take the HOLY ground that isn’t ours 


( what, of you, remains? ). 
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At Thermopylae we died and our blood stains the mountain. 
At Balaklava we died and our blood stains the mountain. 
In Afghanistan we die and our blood stains the mountain. 


The product people die at the foot of the mountain; 
our blood feeds down to the roots of the mountain 
of money, 


red blood, 
white bone 
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(as advertisers are waging war against occluded, 


your under-thoughts (no, really. 
are planting incontrovertible commands, stop. 
triggers, think. 


in the rotten bowels of your thought under language REALLY. 
( they are making it language ) _—_— to wit — 


Just Do It. 
Live Better. 
Think Different. 
Go Forth. 
Eat Fresh. 
It Could Be You. 
Real 
( but the Real is 
(is )). 
What We’re Made Of. echoes resounding, 
under thought against breath ), 


are creasing the surface of your memory, 
of all ( thought ) 
of this in order to funnel profit to themselves, 
profit only 
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( it is control 


( and it works; 
they wouldn’t do it 
if it didn’t, 
wouldn’t pay for it, 
if it didn’t pay them back ) 


is an attempt to take away your self (as sense ), 
your center, 
to transform you into only an image of yourself 
( how you appear, 
and the products that compose ‘your’ image ), 
is speaking ONLY to that image, 
and to your insecurity 
as image 


( you are not an image 


(nor fear, nor greed 
( you are a vortex of attention )))), 
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bending you to a hollow will, 
and only for profit, 


turning your animal instinct towards hunger, 
greed, 
the chemical explosions in your folded, 
your genital brain into slogans, 


making, 
of you, 
a consumer only, 
customer 
( only ‘your’ money ), 


and only for profit, 


saccharine grin, 
the flushing skin, 
flaking concealer ( acts in a war 
that no one will win ), 
affected emotion, touch of eyeliner, 


stiff and unresponsive hair, 
the always-dead hair, 
the cavitic, 
the aching good will of the product spokesman, 


killer, 
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who 
propagates greed everywhere, 
spreads hidden death everywhere, 


turns love into diamonds, 
turns sex into porn ( only image ), 
land into real estate, 
turns music into soundtrack 
(( into background only, 
into glamor ) 


takes the varied and too-wide totality of moment, 
from the apprehension of the miniscule 
world in a grain of sand and heaven in a wild flower 
to the reaching horizon 
teeming with vitality, impression, 
galaxies stretching across the film of our eyes-inhaling, 
MATTER and ENERGY condensed into SIGHT 


( transfigured ), 


electric splash across the folded skin of the word-wormed brain, 
iambic meter of the blood in your ears ( I am ), 
nerve ends reaching root-like past friction ridges (Lam, I am ), 
thick-stalked nose hairs building odor of air (Iam), 
the great bellow lungs feeding oxygen to starving blood, 
powering the exquisite rhythm, 
the PROCESS, 
PERSPECTIVE, 
that is the body in living motion (Lam ), 


then puts a price on it ), 
turns it allintosymbol __( only image ), 
into surface instead 


and only for profit; 
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kills life, 
kills art (a soup can isn’t art ), 
kills work, 
tramples dimension, 
tortures touch, 
hollows sensation 


( violence visited upon life and wonder, 
( only image instead )), 


makes the present 
not ( present )). 
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In this focus, 
this marrow of amenity, 
orgy of food, 
banquet of corpses, 
of 


cow meat, 
pig meat, 
goat meat, 
chicken meat, 
mutton ( our bodies 
lobster built out of 
oyster death, 
mussel maintained by 
squid death, 
tuna, 
sardine, 


an abundance of deep-fried, the city 
barbequed, built upon 
baked, 
boiled, 
broiled, 
toasted, 
sautéed flesh, 
this opulence of screaming and juicy death death ) 


the ubiquity of hunger is never-ended; 
the tyranny of greed is never-ended 
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( and 
if this free-market-culture is so fucking wealthy 
and so fucking free, 
then why is everybody forced to spend the bulk 
of every fucking day with people they don’t love, 
doing things they don’t want to do? 


clearly, it’s not your freedom, 
isn’t your wealth; 


but is debt upon debt upon debt 
(and a failure of imagination ), 


a scarcity of ONLY money; 


and it must be paid back, 
and can’t be paid back 
( there can NEVER be enough to pay it all back ); 


we ve sold out our language, 
our love, 
our music, 
the ground under our feet, 


and only 
for a scarcity of money, 
a necessary and never-ending greed 
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(as money isn’t yours 
can never be 


(( I’ve told you this before ) 
is not what you think it is, 
won’t follow your will ), 


but is monetized debt, 
a symbol of debt 
( debt’s also a product, bartered for, sold 
and never thrown away 
( but foreclosed upon 
( made matter ) instead )); 


you are permitted to use it, 
flash it authoritatively, 


like a monarch’s signet ring, 


but it isn’t your ring; 


it’s arigged game, and you’ re losing 


( to wit — 
every deposit made to a bank, 
less the required fractional reserve, is lent out again many times over 


( it is lent out to people; 
it is lent out to OTHER BANKS 


( banks lend out money they don’t have )); 
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this creates money 
(if 90¢ of a $1 deposit 
is lent out and deposited 
into another bank, 
it creates 90¢; 


(is how money if 81¢ of that 90¢ is then 
lent out and deposited, 
is created, it creates another 81¢ 


only ever as debt ). 
2 banks have lent out, 
and thereby created, 
$1.71 
on a $1 initial deposit, 
on a 19¢ reserve. 


This continues almost ad infinitum 
until a large number of banks 
have lent out, 
and thereby created, 
$10 
on a $1 initial deposit, 
ona $1 reserve ); 
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further 
( and this is the important part ): 


all money (ALL MONEY ) has been loaned out ( created ) 


at interest, 


and, thus, 
in order for the debt to be repaid in full ( as it must be ) 
requires STILL more money 


( more is owed than was created 
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FOR ALL DEBTS TO BE PAID IN FULL WOULD REQUIRE 
MORE MONEY THAN ACTUALLY EXISTS 


( the interest isn’t issued, 
is NEVER created ) 


so that, 
the only way all these debts can be paid back, 
and they MUST be paid back, 


is if 
yet more money is created ); 
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this money is 
(as all money is ), 


of course, 


created as a debt 
with yet more ( unissued ) interest to be ( re )paid 


( there is never as much money 
as debt, 
so debt is ALWAYS growing 


( and debt is a promise of future behavior, 


obligation to another’s will 
( your will isn’t yours ), 


a threat of violence 
held over your head that isn’t yours )). 
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Banks own ALL MONEY as credit. 


But more importantly, 
they own it as PROCESS. 
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We are paying for the use of money with an endlessly growing debt 


( and it must be paid back and can’t be paid back; 
there can never be enough to pay it all back ), 


are selling the ground out from under, 
the future out from under our feet. 


It’s a rigged game, and we’re losing 


( and all so desperately fragile, 
impossible to disrupt without 
catastrophic consequence )). 


Everybody’s losing ). 
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Look around you — 


the ubiquity of greed is never-ended, 
no god is more present, 
the necessity of need is never-ended ), 


is populated by the money virus, 
indentured to the money virus; 


we live in a constant state of CREATED scarcity, 


but the ONLY scarcity is MONEY; 


an abundance of wealth, 
and we’re all ( well, not ALL ) 
feeling poor 
( these recessions the consequence, 


the interest paid upon ), 


but the ONLY scarcity is MONEY. 
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Your traditions, 
customs, 
all of your histories, 
bully you into elaborate fictions 


( lies by omission 
(money lies by omission 
( you don’t know that you’re fiction ))), 


so you feel small and insecure, 
panicked, 
afraid and tight across the chest, 
too nervous to throw wide the arms, 
ribcage, 
tilt back the head 
and just let it all come pouring in, 


starched shirt and bloody tie, 


no will, 
no heart, 
no love, 
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As at Balaklava 
( you were blind at Balaklava and then dead 
and for nothing ); 
you pawned your eyes for safety 


( but you’ ve never been safe 
(never open )), 


pawned your-self for safety 


( to insure that the future would be like the past, 
to protect the products you’ ve wrapped around yourself 


in place of a body, 
always wanted of a culture, 
never had 
of a home ); 


but you’ ve never been safe 
( and these products are not a body ); 


and so 
plunged into the battery smoke, 
the vomiting shells in the battery smoke, your work is invocation, 
your purchases affirmation, 
collaboration; 
the over-sated, 
the vomiting shot, 
grape, shell and canister like hail, your blood feeds down, 

cannon on the right flank, your breath feeds down, 

cannon on the left, attention down 
the bleeding ears under shell-shock to the roots of the mountain 

of money 


and the bullets between, 
the violence 
and greed, 


the rifles in between. 
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And 
it’s a blessing that you can lose yourself in work 
( find yourself in attention ), 


that you will die to protect something that isn’t yours, 
fight for something that isn’t yours; 


but these ends haven’t been honorable; 
our wars haven’t been honorable 


( the violence 
is not the crime 
( there is a time for violence ); 


the war is not the crime 
( there is a time for war 
( to protect yourself from war (don’t die for the mall 
( but you are going to die )))); 


but the greed IS the crime, 
the theft ); 


5000 years of futile war, 
of feudal thought and death 
and only for profit, influence 
for power and revenge. 


We are dying for dishonorable men 
( mostly men ), 


for lies, 

for advertisements, 
avarice, 

for the mall, 


for a mirage kept alive by your effort, 
with your constant consent; 


to live is to collaborate, 
the perpetual hunger held over your head that isn’t yours 


76 


( but that servility seems to serve a deep-seated, 
an emotional and spiritual need — 


the prostrate monk, humbled supplicant, 
the bound and degraded masochist, 


all opened up to beauty, 
the word-wormed brain silenced ( for a moment ) 
for beauty; 


but that surrender is its own reward; 


but that wisdom can lurk within trite platitudes 
( and empower platitudes ), 
can suppress all our selfishness, 
our anger and fear; 


but that a charlatan, 
huckster, 
a degenerate can placate our longings, 
sate our cannibal greed, 
can speak a dread and compelling, 
a HOLY truth 
he doesn’t even apprehend 


( between thought and expression, 
aperture, 


dire and wide 
and harnessing 
attention in chance and subtle meaning, 
EMERGENT meaning 
( something meaning does 
( and only in attention )), 


but sanctions the lie, 
the grifter and mark as consequence ); 


but that we can build a rapture out of only deceit, 
hear the boundless and constitutive 
creativity of thought ( the fact of it ) 
in a liar’s meaty breath ). 
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Look around you — 


the chains wrapped, 
habits and understandings, 
violent seethe under the gloss over, 


never a time that was not of war 
and the tyranny of need is never-ended; 
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and 
of course it’s easier 
( not easy, but yet still ), much easier 
( I’ve found it to be easier ), 


to just do as you’ re told 
(and told elliptically, too 

(in silence, 

erasure 
( in the movements-inceptive in this, 

this language-encompassing 
( built upon 
( and so continues to build upon ))))), 


to be a victim of it all, 
fragile stick in this bundle bound, 
only a reflection of another reflected 
(( reflected ) 
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but a corporation is NOT a person 
(as money in NOT a voice 
( the law calls it a voice, 
but it silences your voice, 
brackets you’re 


( your vote, 
with bribes ( so-called: campaign contributions ), 
with advertising ( is control 

( persuades you to vote 
or not to vote, 
if not how to vote ))), 


but the law is a lie 


(is money already ))), 


NOT a body 
( but consuming your body ); 


it is ONLY a money-making machine 


(a greed machine 
(a predator, and 
constitutively nihilistic ) 


that we fold ourselves into 
for the better part 
of every fucking day ); 
it chews up the world 
( your body ), 
grinds it all into profit; 


but it is money AS THOUGH IT WERE 


a person, 
what it would make of a voice ), 
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to hide inside routine 


( hide from yourself 
( the boredom is comforting, 
the boredom is safe 


( but you are going to die, 
will never be safe ))), 


behind another’s authority, 
orders, 


to hope he knows better, 
a working man, 
no judge of man 


to do it grudgingly, 
stumble along, 
slow in envy, 
heavy with recrimination 
( spit on the towelheads, 

Jizz on the jews, 
piss on the wetbacks and 
shit on the coons ), 

to display your wounds and sorrows 


with sullen pride, 


‘just look what you’ve done to me’, 
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but there is nobody watching; 
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but you will never be happy 


and nobody cares; 
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your blood on the ground, 
but nobody cares, 


shed for; 


there is blood on the mountain, 
but nobody cares; 
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nobody. 
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As, long ago ( now again in that moment ), 
on the mountain was Alamut 
( the mountain was Alamut ); 


on the mountain ( of money ), 
the old man, 
Hasan-i Sabbah, 


who holds exposure over heads that aren’t ours, 
hunger over our heads that aren’t ours, 


bought Alamut 
( ordered it to be bought ), 
and, 
from there, 
encompassed the world, 


all 
of 
this, 


blossomed OUT 
like poison gas, 
like a plague ( in attention ), 
hid agents everywhere, 
of death, 
fedayin 


( placed advertisements everywhere ), 


menace 
( to protect himself from, 
construct an image of safety in a single point 
( this body)), 
an enduring and non-local threat of 
( as drones, on clear days, now, 
humming over ) 
death without source 


( that could come from any source 
( image only )); 
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and so, wide, 
barren spaces encompassed, 
the threads of distance woven 
under hand 
brutal against blister skin 


( pulling together, 
holding together ), 


respondent as, 
brought it all under hand 
( into presence ), 
the too-wide in 
to 

(( into threat ) 

and so hanging still, now, 
over this 


( all still in that moment 


( of death 
( that it is that it is, 
as money is, 
death-only at root 
(acres of stumps in this desert 
( making desert ) page, 
the animal glue in the binding ))) 


all folded into Alamut 
((( into this ) 
haven’t thought, 


haven’t lived well, 


he has agents everywhere ) 


87 


and the smoke in our eyes 
charcoal dust on the film of, 
as if pixels, 
granulate and separating, our eyes, 
the smoke in our lungs 
down the stems of our lungs and brittle, 
ash, 
chlorate catch on powdered glass 
and explodes into white, 
reflected only, 
into dopamine-flood 


( the earth bestows ), 
into panic, 
forwards into, 
into fear 
and the hunger that then follows, 


desperation, 


into image ( only ), 


just a glimpse, 
broken shards of memory 
( inattention ), 


as if fingers flowering, 
spread OUT, 
famished and stoned ( all waiting for the sign ) 
to murder the world, 
all ready to murder at the coming of the sign 


and to die 


(( this is the sign ) 
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and dying, we’ll bare 
our FILED-SHARP TEETH, 


your $8 t-shirt that is 10 hour shifts in an unheated factory, 
knotted back, blurred vision and forced abortion, 
child labor, 


puncture the organs with 
MACHINE GUN TEETH, 


your half-hour daily commute — 
oil slicks and road kill, 
the hectares of solvent waste of the tar sands, 
40,000 dead waterbirds, 
the barely warmer atmosphere, 
flooding, famine and ecological genocide, 


pull meat from the bone with 
DYNAMITE TEETH, 


your bottled water, 
sheen of steamed milk on your latte — 
an ocean of floating garbage, 


the sunburn, 
dehydration, dependency, 


the sex slaves in your orange juice, 


grind down splintered skulls with 


our TANK-TREAD TEETH ( my teeth, 
my teeth ), 
your ED pills — 
mutation, sterility and murder; 
your daily bread — 


the wheat soaked with glyphosate before harvest, 
marginally increasing the yield, 


our FILED-SHARP TEETH, 
COME MEAT! 
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your neighbor, 
postman, 
your pharmacist is a killer; 


the dealer on the ratty couch, 
slumped amongst cat hair 
( the cat is a killer ), 


the teacher, 
soldier, 
the politician’s a killer; 


the convenience store clerk selling gleaming blocks of bright color, 
emphysema sealed in reflective wrap, 


the cop is a killer; 


the family of 4% crowding around the rump roast luster, 
only image instead, 


all zealous to murder on flimsy evidence 
( sometimes ‘flimsy’ is ‘no’) 
and for money 
or with money, 


zealous to die 
and on flimsy evidence 
( sometimes ‘flimsy’ is ‘no’) 


and for money, 


to die 
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( and blossoming out from that point, 
that source 
(any ), 
that act 
( any act ), 
the violence 
enduring, 
reverberating, 
a wheeling pattern lent energy, 
involving, 
through act after act 


waves washing OUT 
again and again and 
the death following upon, 
radiating 


( this is the sign )))))); 
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Look around you. 


We have the power to destroy the world 
( are destroying the world ), 
or to destroy most of the life that blooms upon the world, 
to render it all into ash, into dust, 


and 
there is war everywhere, 
never a time that was not 
extinction, 
corruption; 


there is greed 
seething everywhere, 


ink stains upon this 
here, 
desert page and glaring sun, 
now, 
azure banners 
that might be only sky, 


the squalling horns of traffic, 
hot and barren air; 


have known, since Hiroshima, that we have 
the power to destroy the world, 
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and we are all well armed 


( this is the sign 


( it is time that the stone made an effort to flower, 
time unrest had a beating heart 


( this is the sign 
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( but you will be shown no mercy; 


the forces of revenge, 
of the past, 
the echo, 

of death, 


this, 


waves and radiation, 
of fear arrayed against you, 
against your thought 
( this thought ) 
will hurt you at the merest provocation; 


they will beat, 
they will silence, 
suppress, 
they will slander you in the press, 
they will prosecute and imprison 


(and they are only you ), 


they will sell you inflected blankets, 
will flood your neighborhood 
with cheap cocaine 
and then prosecute again 
and again and again and 


they will lie 
and they will kill 


(and they are only you, 
were only ever you ); 
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they have better weapons 
and they are zealous to use them 


( their’s is the 
power to inflict violence upon you; 
that is only what their power is, the foundation of it, 
root; 


that you can only put your life, 
your fragile, 
your vulnerable body 
in front of the loaded gun, 
beneath the baton, 
the leather sap and 
against the law and 
at the mercy of the law and 


you will be shown no mercy ), 
never a time that was not of war, 


and you are only vulnerable, 
have only ever been vulnerable, 


and if you fight them you will die 


( and you are going to die 
( but that is your power )))))). 
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What is worth protecting? 
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What is worth dying for? 
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What will you do with your excess of energy? 


( the adrenaline fires in your singing brain, 
your baboon hate ) 
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What will you do at the coming of the sign? 
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This is the sign. 
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This is the sign 


( the sign’s all around you; 
has always been all around you ). 
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This is the sign 


( it is time 
( look around you )). 
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MANIPUR 


But there is another 
Hasan, another, 


who 
was (I am ) 
silent, 

but yet said, 


as when, 
compressed by the unimaginable mass over Mammoth, 


sand over 

limestone, the calcium carbonate husks-alluvial of the lower carboniferous, 
age upon layer 

after age after 
age, 
and pressing still, then, against 
imagination and the small of my back, 
tectonic pressure felt 
and the plastic helmet strap digging 


into skin 
tunneling under, 
and the head-lamp thin and insufficient against, 


but resting lightly on the ranger’s muddy boot-soles, 
twisting like a cat, trampling, 
and the damp pressed heavy against my thighs 
pressed flat, 


the panic of claustrophobia 
(as of seizure ) 
immanent 
(( the numb-tongue metallic like a needle pricking into gums, 
reflective head mirror and surgical mask 
and the paunch of cotton against salivic wet 
wound tight ) 


and labyrinthine 
(in memory )), 
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when 
eyes 
pressed 


shut and breathing, 
in 
and 
then out 
and then 
in 
as if thread winding through 


this (image of ) body, 


echo, 
abyssal 
hollows 
under 
cheek-flesh, 
echo, 


enamel and limpet-plaque lending edge 
from fear unto syllable — 
sword in the right hand, thread-ball in the left, 
the left, 
death-wise, at elbow, 


and pressing out of throat, 
sibilant tongue-clot of dental stop, 
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but so 
absenting 
all this, 


and 
backwards looking, instead, 
as looking 1s, 
only 
( the light come from ), 
and fingers wrapped 


so that the before me 
is not the before me, 
but through tread-only, 


story 
( as this is ), 


winding, instead, 


and so not in a labyrinth though crawling 
through 
a labyrinth, 


the rough, 
the sweating rock that would abrade against, 
against anxious fingers 
and fear, 


not in a labyrinth, 
but crawling 
through 
a 
thread 
( this 
thread ); 


Iam Theseus, Lord of Threads, 


he said, 
instead. 
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But there is another, 
as story, 
recital would 
wrap 
( the navel stone carved with a net 


(as Indra’s, say, 
the origins, many and different, radiant, 
reflecting )), 
another Hasan, 
who, in Kynaethos, 
in strophe 


( this 
( with this )), 


cut down, 
the light rays falling 
onto Delphys Om Phallos, 
cut down the python 
( arrested ), 
then slaked mortar with her blood, 


out of body, come to; 
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so that 
the temple of the sun, 
of Apollo Helios 
(navel gazer ), 
as if pinned by arrows of light, 
is fixed, stone upon stone, 
upon the bones of her tomb-labyrinthine, 


wrapped and rotted, 


and the pitted, 
the intestinal caves under, 


108 


where the python smell is strong, 
the poison, 


where the hollows bleed down, 
navel cord maze that rots under Delphi 


below, 
serpentine rivers to the womb of, 
the uncreated still, 
umbilical cord, 
tunnels, 
constricting and warm in the womb of, 
the second brain, 
but tunnels-only and echoing, 
as looking is, reflected 
reflecting 
below even brain, 
before, 


the regular movement of every cell, 
holy press of movement 
from esophagus to sphincter 
pulsing 
peristatlic, 
neural crest 
and running trough of dream, 
slosh of digestion, 
the fecal tang, 


moment under moment, 
before, 
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as Pythia, 

as language-is, 
Belit-Sheri, 
fatal, 

as medium, 

as turn, 


her tattooed, 
her paper skin-writ-over, 


breathes in miasma, 
vacillating, 
swift, 
and her mind-snake awakes, 
pervious as a mirror, 
speaks out in riddles, 
in pain-appellative 


rush of shadow 


carried unto, 
harnessed, 
the inky air transubstantiated 
(in the bloom of these mouthed and desert words, say ) 


into image, 
blocks of image-bleeding 
into moment ( after moment ), 


breathes in under stone and exhales, 
this strophe claiming flesh, 
making flesh 
flesh, 


the air blown into, as if mirrored, annealing glass, 
into image-only and echoing, 
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breathes in smoke 
under stone 


and exhales, 


breathes in 


and exhales 


(( appellative 
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( makes of 
tartarus umbillica 


an underworld )) 


and the stories 
wrapped around 


breath 


and so FEEL 


breath 


as 


( this future- 
now-present, 


this present- 
not-present )). 
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But yet another, 
Hasan, 
who 


(as if saying could capture, 
this dome laid-over and 


fretted with golden fire, 
senses animate and reaching 


OUT, 


not reaching, 
sheen of I only, 
electrical patterns firing through folded, 
my genital brain-only 
( but waiting for you to get )), 


said 


(as with Dawn crawling to the reflective glass of the sliding door 
and breath fogging surface, 


ba ba ba, 

the syllables mouthed and almost silent, muscle twisted, flexed 
into meaning, 
the receptive-only matrix of nerve, 
epidermis, cilia and lens all propelled into, 
the hermetic of thought 
made breath, 
naked rhythm thereof clothed in 
ba ba ba, 
but yet bringing to contact, 


for this only moment, 
into univocity 
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( knitting, then, of thought and sense and at times so immediate, 
your skin almost dissolved into page, say; 


but then, others still, 
the exquisite meat marionette that is this rendered naked ( in attention ) — 
the impossible (as if it were thought ) level of vanishing detail ( fractal ) — 
alien to the basic looking-out, 
that I only ever is, 
not sight, 
nor sense, 
but coursing, I mean ) 


and the 
all-of-this crashing in 


( too-much, really, 
and the ogre-clumsiness of his intended movements, 
footed pajamas slipping inexorably out of balance, 
and the 7 month struggle just to stand with supporting hands 
against the cold glass of the door, 
to articulate his desert breath as ), 


but as if, in syllable-stitching, 
could hold it all, 


ba ba ba, 
AS BODY 
( but so living into, 
into meaning 
into meaning AS meaning only, instead, 


into 


( voices fought for, 
dearly caught ))), 
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look out 
((( but there is no ) 


as I have watched whitetails, the country-dark of exurban night, 
and heads bent low to corn and flinching intermittently 
( you’ ve never been safe ); 
all heads bent but one, and always, 
moment after moment, 
a different one, 


as if pervading fear animating 
the herd, 
making it unit, 
until 
a movement in the trees, something against wind, 
alien smell, 
and ears turn towards the limit of 


vision, 


the purple edge of, 
reach, root-like, out past the borders of this; 


then 


(a short, 
a percussive hiss and ) 


they dissolve into black ) 


echo- 
not-echo, 


lightning cracking the surface of sky 
and then thunder resolving ). 


115 


But 
I’ve watched them form, 
he said, 
words; 


high for two days 
and carefully pushing back against panic, 
the white flash of dopamine flood, 
gray-brown dust on the film of my eyes 


when the blue comes to black, 


their components inform each articulated thought, 
tunneled, 


nerve-like, not-quite-drowning, 
below the thin-skin surface offattentive thought — 


fragmented, 
chiffped memory 


( the web-cracked{mirror 
of memory 


(( ripples unfurling 
from the empty center ) 


and not only myfmemory, 
every word has ajmemory 


( these, 
EE (102en shards of bias, 
moment 
( every moment 


slivered memory ), 


component elements of the 
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( not sub- nor unconscious, 
but what thought 
is composed 
of 
( gluon and quark 


( too small, 
quick for inspection (( but in ear ) 
to be fixed 
by the simple, 
heavy eye, 
the too-smooth surface of 
( but yet harnessed in 
(in breath ), 
embodied in ) meaning )) 


electrons darting through the empty center of 
the thought-word 


( but the thought-word is multiple )), 


the what word is 


( but the thought-word is multiple 
(Cis ) 
thought conscripted in 


(is )), 


image over image 
reflection upon reflection ))))), 
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wood chips, 
broken roots in the black mud, 
mulch decaying in the wet, 
in the black earth, 
not-yet-drowning 


in the f between, 


the heavy core 
of my black hole breath, 
fine threads of spit stretched across the surface of breath 
knot an image of sense — 


a single form, 
wide and encompassing, 


one, 
one word, 
wave 


( and encompassing ), 
sight harnessed, 
sound conscripted in exhalation 
( and inhabited as meaning, 
(as eardrum-vibrate, only skin 


(and AS sound yet escapes ))); 
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this vault laid over, 
shell hermetic, 
horizons the limit ( and pushing out 
( and in language as well 
(( as this is ) 
but becoming only shell ))), 


that there is light, 
‘light’, 


the pigment, as if of eye, 
cracked color wet with humour 
( aqueous, 
vitreous ), 
and with tongue muscle and spit, 
but bringing to bear upon, a churning world 


of sight 
sound 
taste 
touch ( balance ) 
smell 


of matter, 
only sense; 
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for though 
everything moves, 


there are GODS in these words, 
Icons 
Real and Static, 
veined marble worn smooth and implacable 
( and EVERY word is an invocation ), 


bringing into consciousness, 
the concave surface of thought, 


a moment ‘moment’-only, 


articulated 
(as of law ( that time is )), 


and consuming 
( attention ), 


the too-wide encompassed 
( created as ), 


and from thought, 
from word unto BODY 


supervening; 


engendering 
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all this 
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as ‘this’ 
( only ( and all )) 


overarching, towering, 
blanketing as blue of sky, 
bounding 


((( and of these forces subject 
( by them, subject )) 


our movements conscripted in law, for example, 
written already 


( and not only by proscription, 


but in the by-laws and sub-clauses 
that govern your daily movements — 


traffic laws, property protection acts and building codes, 
contracts, union rules, schedules and labor laws, 
monetary policy, the money itself, 
acts of incorporation and securities exchange, 
trade agreements, treaties and tax codes, 


the roads, sidewalks, 
traffic signals, markings and signs, 
the paths laid with gravel through the park, 
the well-worn carpet between your bed and the bathroom — 


we move in a world 
( that it is a ‘world’ ) 
physically, literally move, only as governed, organ-ized 
and 
GUARANTEED (as such ) BY LANGUAGE 
( by threat ))), 


a shell, 
opaque and inviolate ( almost ), 
the surface worn smooth and reflecting, 
reflected 
( and I am only shell, he said ); 


122 


and thus 
another 


( I am another 
(Lis )), 


of nomen preponderant 


( the surface laid over, 
skin burnished smooth ), 


of name after name, 
another Hasan, 


the point-only drawn 
or restated 


as, reading this, say 
( this sounds like your thought 
( but isn’t your thought )), 


drawn 
OUT 
into, 
as if sprung arrows 
of time, 
of attention- 
pinning 
the wide world OUT side, 
as if an emblem among emblems 
but moving, 
succeeding 


and succeeding 
into, 


into meaning, 
into meaning AS meaning and meaning 
and meaning; 
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but that 


( simply, 
( too simply 
( you can understand this too quickly ))) 


words are not ( yet ) things 
not the things we forget them to be, 


but conscripting all this 
( this only-point ) 
into object instead, 


into object after 
object instead 


and the naming of 
thinking of this, 
isn’t ACCESS to 


( ‘isn’t’ object except in naming 
then naming 
then naming 


(is ), 


no real 
names 


no adams unfallen, 
lips, 
soft palate, 
no tongues enochian, 
nor teeth biting bare into, 


no real that is 
as this is, 
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but 
stuck upon the thin-skin shuck of the thought-word 


( field upon which this thought is 
( you are )), 


the epidermal spread over angry nerve-ends, 
over genital-sensitive pink, 


lattice of knowing, 


this net 
between sensation and wave, 
inside and OUT 
( and there is no ), 


but surface your-self 


( as everything is, 
the eyes proclaim, 


as everything 
that is 
is ), 


within meaning AS meaning 
no matter how deep you go 
( appear to go ), 


no matter how many folds, pores, 
protruding, rude hairs, yawning cracks, 


all still skin, 


nothing deeper than skin, 
or thinking about skin, 


call it 
‘skin’ 


( and 5000 years is not a long time ))); 
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because all language, 
ALL language is adamic 
language, 


all language is adamic 
language, 


all language! 


ALL Language is Adamic 
Language 
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(((( what I tell you three times is true ) 


the advertisers are right, 
have all been proved right 
( wouldn’t pay for it if 
it didn’t ), 
that you can make the world small 
( make your-self ), 
make it needy ) 


an intimate connection 
between the word and the thing 
— not just the particular word, but, also, 
that it ‘is’ a word 


(is )); 
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but here is the secret, 
blood of Christ, 
breath of the Buddha, 
the blessed strength of Ram, 
holiest, 
unspeakable name of all 
of the myriad forces 
we’ ve forced to become gods — 


it’s this 


( this is the secret 
( you can understand this too quickly )) — 


you are not language 
but think that you’re language 


because you are 
who you think 
you are 
only when you ARE 
(( in-between ) 


only when you’ re language ); 
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but speak to yourself all day long, 
defining, 
testing yourself against 


(( you are not ) 
but doubled, somehow 


( alone and rehearsing, 
somehow actor and audience at once 
but never yet one ), 


somehow in-between, 
thought harnessed by, 
by unit 


after unit 


( not encompassed entirely, 
nor yet compelled entirely, but ), 


caught, 


image upon image, 
reflection of reflection ), 
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and at night running wild, 
in-between comes to dream 
( there are many kinds of dream ), 
you are encompassed by language, 


but that language isn’t you, 
nor even yours 


(( every word has a memory, 
every moment 
slivered memory ) 


but surface your-self, 
cortex, 


epicarp 


(an empty attention 
( you are a vortex of attention ))). 
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So he was silent 
( you were silent ) 
and then he said 
( you said ), 


BURN ALL THE BOOKS! 


I know how to curse, 
the-always- 
the-already-dead- 
that-record-a-dead- 
world- 


the-shell-of-a-world- 
the-husk-only- 


books 
( they were written to be burnt ) 
reaching up, 
OUT from the past to lay lids over tired eyes, 
the film of assembled taste on your swollen tongue, 


dead fingernails grown over supple flesh 


( they were built to be broken ) — 
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Bible, Qur’an and Torah. 
Kabbalah, Sutra, Psalm and Hadith. 
Gospels and Testaments, Upanishads. 
Annals and Analects. 
Ethics and Elements. 
Confessions, Treatises, 
Essays and Outlines. 


The Ons. 


Inquiries, Enquiries, Guides and Investigations. 
Meditations and Folios. 
The Discourse on Method. 
The Interpretation of Dreams. 
The Origin of Species. 
Novum Organum. 


Principia Mathematica, one 
( one and two and three ) 
and two 
( one and two and three ) 
and 
Critique of Pure Reason, 
Practical Reason, 
of Judgment 
( and revelation ). 
Revolutions of the Heavenly Spheres, 
The Starry Messenger. 


Republic, Apology, Symposium and Sophist 
and 
Organon, Metaphysics and Nicomachean Ethics. 
Summa Theologica, Leviathan, Talmud. 
Aeneid and Odyssey. 
Tristan, Parzival and Silence. 
The Mabinogion. 
The Comedy. 
Canterbury Tales. 
Syntactic Structures and Verbal Behavior. 
The Wealth of Nations. 
The General Theory of Employment, Interest and Money. 
Tractatus Logico-Philosophicus. 
The Will to Power. 
The Book of the Law 
( all books are the law ). 
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Burn all the books, 
he said 
( you said ); 


you are wrapped, 


navel cord intimate, 
the whole of the past twisted in; 


every word is an invocation 
(the noun the thing, 
calls forth 
to your attention (( not an I think, 
the thing not an I am ) 
creates )); 
every name an affirmation — 


plosive, diphthong and nasal stop, 


invitation to the specter, 
the self-cycling past 


(( the written word created in CONCERT with money, 
with debt ) 


harnessing action, 


every action — 
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the stories-between, 
the one-off, 
knocked-out-in-an-hour newspaper op-ed, 
the formulaic teen fantasy-soap-opera book series and subsequent adaptations, 
the tv sitcom that’s exhausted every imaginable 
sexual and relational permutation 
of its cardboard characters, 
undergone hour after hour 
of network input and editing, 
the world wide web, 
an unthinkably vast cultural repository 
of argument, 
anger, humor and porn, 
of byzantine conspiracy theory, 
the PLACE in-between — 
and NEED it to talk to you 
— place we have built here, and together 
( but garbage is not a culture )); 


BURN THE BOOKS, he said, 
AND THE MONEY TOO 


( the life-swell under story-laid, ridges of vertebrae pressing visible, grotesque 
in oil fields, investment banks, police stations and country clubs, 
strip mines, strip malls, papal apartments, strip clubs, 
overseas military bases, shipping yards, drive-thrus, 
at border crossings, souvenir shops, prisons and landfills ); 


BURN IT ALL DOWN! 
BURN IT ALL DOWN!! 


these ideas are not enough, 
these figures, 
characters, 
these words have not been enough, 
not good enough. 
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Jesus, who said, ‘the Kingdom is within’ 
but never explained how BE it, 
who spoke, instead, in riddles and parables, 
who stumbled, clumsy, through paltry miracles, 
who sold out the Living Kingdom to fulfill long-dead prophecies, 
who sold out the Kingdom for mystery, 
for a skin 


(it isn’t your skin ) — 


you are a failure. 
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Mohammed, 
who has inspired violence and literally hysterical repression, 
a deep-seated hatred of the body in motion 


( but the human body is a paragon of beauty ) 
wherever the words are given influence 


( and that the deleterious traits of the ensuing culture 
are so manifestly self-evident, 


the misogyny, 
homophobia and anti-intellectualism, 
the racism, anti-semitism, 
credulity, hierarchy, 


that it feels almost redundant 
to offer any criticism at all 


( but )) — 


you are a failure. 
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Krishna, 
who spoke at great metered and rhyming length to Arjun, 
confirming the castes, 
looked at all life, 
all movement and said, 
with the borderless, 
unfettered imagination of a god of casuistry, 
bureaucracy, 
already dead — 


you are a failure. 
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Buddha, 
who could look at the teeming mass (as if mass ) of living action 
crawling over the skin of the world, 
reflection upon reflection, 
the fern, 
the faun, 
images juxtaposed and trapped, 
the prick of pine needle, 
the precise, crystalline snowflake 
warmed by skin become 


water 
quenching thirst 


and then name it all ‘suffering’ — 


you are a failure. 
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Logic, 
O Holy Syllogism, 
that delivers a universe 
of knowledge without ever having to look, 
slots all of stimulus into place 
( OUT of place ), proud hierarchical architectures of cross-referenced definition, 
that delineates symbol as though it mapped out the world — 


failure. 
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Advertisers, 
you, new Magicians, 
who will happily sell poison and call it anything but, 
who will manipulate other minds for, 
who would build a culture out of fear, 
out of greed, 
out of vanity, 
who would sell out the future for paltry gains, 
would sell out the present for a relative advantage 


(if language is the thread the ties us together, 
spit on our tongues that sticks, 
all the senses coming in, 
only words reaching out, 
3.6 billion years of 
biological evolution condensed into a vibrating throat, 
tongue muscle and breath — 


the miracle song of tribe, 
friendship, 
cooperation, 


then what are the advertisers, 

the salesmen, 
specialist liars, 

the customer service representatives, 

but DEMONS of GREED, 
who would sell out these fragile, 

these thin strings of spit, 

for just a little more money? ) 


who are the great and hidden masters of this so-called-culture, 
enemies of thought, 
of life, 


of creation, 


you are all failures. 
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Fuck you. 


All of you. 


141 


But all of the salesmen, 
all the politicians, 
the cultured masses, 
the faithful, 
all of the starving and indigent 
still bow their heads and sing as one 
(( only one ) 
unbelieving, even, they yet sing as one 
( and that is the power )) — 


Jesus is just alright with me. 
Jesus is just alright, oh yeah! 
Jesus is just alright with me. 
Jesus is just alright. 
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But Jesus is NOT alright with me 
and so this is not his moment; 


Moses is NOT alright with me, 
and I will not accord him the moment; 


Mohammed is NOT alright with me, 
Aristotle is NOT alright with me, 


Ronald McDonald is NOT alright with me 
and I redact him from the moment; 


this culture-only-habit, 
these economics, 


these politics 
a bad habit; 


these figures only, 
mouths wide and consuming, 


and this history is not a culture, 
a commercial for itself, endlessly replaying, 
this garbage; 
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BURN IT ALL, 
he said 
( you said )). 
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And there is another Hasan, 
who 
was first silent, 
as a fuse, 
then, blew out breath like, 


OUT from and 
wet with decay, 
with salt-water and spume, 
the splash of fraying surf, 
wave unto wave, 

with the past crashing, the debris all around him, 

garbage around him, 
the death, 


of muscle and bone, 
of matter folded forward, 


then, harnessing this broken world into force only, 
into moment 


( we are still in that moment ), 


throat wrapped around air, giving voice to, 
in exhalation ( apocalypse ), 


said 
( you said ), 


the chains of the law are broken 


because he saw them as he spoke them 


(as he spoke them they were chains, 
as he saw them they were broken ), 
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saw the chains that wrapped around Alamut, 
tying one to another and to one’s self, 


saw the threads of a web that is our spit stuck together, 
words spoken together, 
images of images all reflected together 


(( as you are a reflection of another reflected ) 


knots in the webs 
that we weave round each other 


(( the origins radiant ) 
that we weave round our selves )) — 

only chains 

and we are all chains; 

when we dream we dream chains; 

when we speak we speak chains; 

when we think we think chains, 
when we’re clinging to thread, 

when we’re spitting out web, 


when we’re only our spit stuck together, 
bound together; 
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but there has never been a law but what we say to each other, 
what we accept to our selves 
( 5000 years is not a long time ), 


what we do to each other; 


there are no rights 
(no gods ); 


there are no laws 
(no laws but this ) — 
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the chains of the law are broken by silence 
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but you pretend not to see it 
because you’re living ONLY what you’ ve willed 
( what’s been willed upon you ); 


you are ENTIRELY free, 
the anarchy-already of this only 


( that time is the law, 
object after object the only law, 
word after, 
means by which the past makes present not, 
anticipation makes, 


but apocalypse only now, 
always 
( and never to come, never come already ), 
can only ever be ), 


are nothing except what you’ ve brought into your-self, 
whatever you’ ve allowed to become lodged in your-self, 
but decide not to feel it, 


have already birthed it and so continue now to birth it — 


the life you deserve, 
the life you’ve chosen. 
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The chains of the law are broken, 
he said, 
and was silent 





( they killed him ); 
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he said they were free 
( we are free ) and within 2 years they killed him, 


affirmed the old law, 
that there would be only chains, 


betrayed the new law, 
that there would be no more chains, 
no prayer to the city 5 times a day, 
nor submission, sin, 
no authority; 


you see, 
you cannot hear 


that the chains are broken; 


it can only be seen; 
it can’t be spoken 


( but could it be seen 


if it hadn’t been spoken? 


( this poem is built to be broken )). 
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ANAHAT 


A place 


under 
the limbs 


of a mulberry tree, 


a bed 
under, 


as if stone 
set into dry-now-mud 
and roots exposed across, 


but reaching yet down, 
down to the wet 
deep below, 


sparse, yellow grass 


in the shade of the tree, 


but roots 
down 
below. 
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There is thunder 
and wind, 


duration; 


fingers abrade 
against ghost-like, 
the hair-fine edge of 


this 
desert 


page, 
muted rustle, 


wind in the leaves 


as 
it 


turns. 
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Look upon endurance and change 


( and chance 
( pattern integrity 
( movement, 
direction ))) 


and the world draws itself into a whole — 


the buzzing flies, 
bird song 


( throb of bass 
as some ( near-literally ) thoughtless asshole 
drives by in his shivering truck 
( flip-flops and gym shorts, 
I’m sure )), 
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but I was sitting on a plastic folding-chair, 


waiting, 
a plastic bag, 
torn, knotted to silk-stem, 
dirty styrofoam on hollowed out, 
the bleaching grass, 
broken glass and bird song, 
and the insect hum of electricity; 


and 
engulfing, 
an 
arresting sense, 
sense of 
( sharp, 
the static smell of blowing dust, 
the feel-inhabiting ) 
even here 
( only ever here 
( no burning bush, 
in the garbage, angel in the cave, 
the dead grass and weeds no devil in the desert )); 


there are gods even here 
( nor sunlight-blinding 
but sunlight-blinding ), 
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Cronos, Ea, 
asleep under the sharp grass ( in attention ), 
the water table below, 
serpentine river 
deep down below, 


Enlil and Notus, 
breath of the rising storm clouds 
torn by the desert wind, 
plastic against the branches, 
the rattling seed pods, 
soft cymbal timbre 


(and still, then, we were talking about birds, 
there, on the grass, 
grackles, 
the pigeons, 
white flash of mocking birds in the chokecherry, 
scarred skin, daphne-bark 
and names carved upon, 
whistles among mulberries, 
astringent stains, 
rustlings in the silk-tree, 
invoking 
and rattling pods ), 
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the time all folded up 
under leaves and 
stitching, 


a bead on a string 


( and in Khajuraho ), 
the heavy tread of moment after, 
unit after unit 


reflected, 
reflecting 
to carry 
( this ), 
all to bear us here, 
then, and to 


now 
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( wind through the throat 


160 


( thunder as the page turns )) 
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to these, 
in-turning, 


our hollowed and given-over, 
our desert years, 
you said, 
requiting 
to this, 


our home, 


together and alone in the desert; 
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but 
have built this place 
inhabited 
( it was here already 


(it )) 
it 


( made it new 
( made it here )) 
too-wide, 
the empty space, 
then 


a line 


( this line ) 
these walls-making-place (( as at Khajuraho, 
as every home is, 
where we've never been, 
where I wouldn't go without you, 


the sweat, 

the mud-grit under fingernail, 
complaint of sweaty cotton on skin, 

and itch under callous 

and the oppressive, 

the heavy air, 

and stone upon 
sand 

and heavy 
stone, 


scrape 
and heave 


and the strain, 


exhale ) 
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though here, 
and rented only, 
the stud-nails cursing under heavy breath, 
the windows ( and floor-tiles ) cracked in anger 
( desperation ) 
by former tenants 
and leaking thin plumes of dust, 
pellet-shot in the bay, 
the divot stuffed with caulk, 
and widows on the sill outside and 
scuttling under siding to evade the spray; 


pimpled catch of varathane on cotton socks, 
the uninsulated floor and chicken-breath hvac, 
registers stiff with over-paint 


and the sullen hate of accumulated dinge, 


of uncare ( usura ), 
yet 


between inside and OUT 
( constricting and warm ) 
an enfolding, 
but no 
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but the walkway stained with old berry blood 
burst under passing foot, 


the sharp and yellow grass, sharp only underfoot, 
gray light against plastic blinds and dandruff, gathered lint 


and the outside pressing, when you’ re not 


and the envy, 
suspicion and 


and fear 


and the want, taste buds tingling, anticipatory, 


it feels empty and big and dirty, 


spooky even, the wide to narrow, 
narrow too-wide, 


the meanness of it all, 
paucity, 


the deep-seated, 
the heavy-tongue-glide against teeth 
and 
meanings abrade, sensitive blister skin, 


becomes more space than home 
and walls less absolute when you’re not ); 
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but it was 
early, 


then, 
at dusk, 
early for and artificial 
( when vision becomes pixelated — 
cloud-crowded 


dusk ( like a grid laid over )), 


and the coming-wet smell of humid tar, 
quivering leaves anticipatory, 


the doppler hush of traffic 
( and buzz of sub-woofers ) 


and 


the lupine howl, sirens fading, 


waiting 
for you 
here, 


no god is more present 


when you’re not, 
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and if you were here 
now 
and so close to sleep 


( to memory, 
dream ) 


behind my fetal curl 
your hand 
so close 
to touch, 
the bird bones 
in hollow — 
how wide the bed with none beside — 
hands, 
but doesn’t quite 


touch 


my naked back 
( anticipatory ), 


the shivering, 
the ghost-like hairs under; 
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but 
then ( it will happen without you ) 


the pointillist painting (I was sitting 
as if stretching out along unraveling canvas thread 
( strands of the tearing chair )), 


the sound of first rain, 
beads of wet on a String 


each drop 
pigment spot ( the ink stains on this, 
articulating this desert page, 
this skin ), 


draws forward, 


comes matter, 


becomes only wet, 
a white noise, unit- 


blur of, 


weaves, out of disparate, 
individual sounds 
( points radiating ) 


a palate, 
storm- 
body, 

a ground; 
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but still 
the rain splash, irregular still, on bare feet, 
wet on web-skin between 


and hollow cans across the pavement rattling, 
the waving boughs, 


then 
thunder clap, 
the flash, 
and cracked all at once, 
the doppler wash of wet traffic, 
and running clouds, gray over gray 


over 


Shullar and Hanish ( there are gods even here 
Enlil over Ea ( only here )) 


in attention 


and you, 
wet from the ride home, 
slick as an eel out of water, 
had slid from your blue bike, 


it’s just a little rain, 
you'd said, 


had ridden up, wet clothes 
plaster-heavy against goose-pimpled flesh, 
hair 
like thin strands of kelp, pyrrhic, 
the wine-red kelp of henna, 
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and the rattling silk pods behind, 
rattling cans, 
crushed cymbal timbre, 


a little rain 
and you, 


emergent of the storm clouds above, 
of 
( that matter does 
( salt-heavy, pregnant )), 


the water, 


body, 


born of the 
equivalent to the 
movement of the 
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( since 
an infant and lonely, 
primal cell, 
eukaryote, 


damaged, 
panicked and desperate, 


cloned the coiling DNA strand ( or ravaged, 
cannibal teeth at the unwary throat ) 
of another, 
some single-celled other, 
some prey, mate, 
OUTside source, 
some store 
( and impossibly miracle 
( where possible’s what’s come before )), 


since 
that Cain-Who-Is-Our-Father, 
Our-Mother-And-Fallen, 
that One-Become-Two-And-More-Than 


that holy lust (( vicious goad ) 
some outside-come-in, partite interaction, 
some sex and/or 
breath, 
consumption ), 


we have been 
divided 
for, 
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desperate for survival, change, 
for movement and mutation 


( expression of a feral and deep-seated, 
a constitutive moving for MORE, 
novelty, complexity, 
for growth ), 


reft against all of the myriad forces of ruin and death 
(( harnessing death 
( and you are a reflection of another 
reflected )) 


and not only divided as sexes, but split also within the organism, body 


( making, 
of that 
single cell, 
a body ) 


a division of cell function, profusion of pattern, 
of ( purpose ) 


two-and-more-than movements in CONCERT, 


habits em-bodied, 
making-body, 


sovereign voices collared 
in achorus of (( fragile sticks in a bundle-bound ) 


matter longs to be energy 
(is already energy )))), 
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bearing all that with you 
( within you 
( conserving-converting )), 


all that and 
the broken and vicious culture, too, 
the politics, economics 
that brought you here — 
the communications corporation’s fellowship funded in ( very ) partial fulfillment 
of its contract to secure stadium-naming rights, 
the oil and meat money that bankroll the school, 


the weight of the past-pressing, 


millennia of murder, 
cruelty and sexual assault, torture, 
bigotry, anger, plunder, predation, 
pollution and garbage and murder and war, 
the misogyny, 


all tunneled into this 
(( this now reaching back before ) 
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Conspirators of grievous deeds, ordained an evil for mortal men. 
— Hesiod 


That which receives the semen ( principle of the form ), but is unable to 
cause semen to take shape or discharge it. 
— Aristotle 


Their Way is to make obedience their standard. 
— Mengzi 


Fault of nature painted fair with color. 
— St. John Chrysostom 


A temple built upon a sewer. 
— Boethius 


That they should let down upon themselves their jalabib. 
— Muhammad 


More bitter than death, subordinate to carnal lust. 
— Heinrich Kramer 


Made to be either wives or whores. 
— Martin Luther 


Made to submit to man and to endure even injustice at his hands. 
— Jean Jacques Rousseau 


Driven to rely not on force but on cunning, hence their instinctive subtlety 
and their ineradicable tendency to tell lies. 
— Arthur Schopenhauer 


Consider the superficiality of existence its essence, and all virtue and 
profundity a veil over this ‘truth’. 


— Friedrich Nietzsche 


Malignant. 
— Blaise Cendrars 


A basic mistake. 
— William Burroughs 


Ain't shit but hoes and tricks. 
— Calvin Broadus 
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( and the waves washing OUT 


as Gull, 
as Gein, 
Kiirten, Ridgway, 
Kemper, Miyazaki 
( Schurtz, Weininger, Janz von Leibenfels ) 
as 
Bianchi and Buono, Bittaker, 
as Norris 


(as bodies 
bodies-only 
(so pervious, this skin, 
so easy to mutilate, 
this only-life 


( in footbinding, acid throwing, honor killing, gang rape, 
gishiri cutting, infibulation, dowry-death, in sati ))), 


as 
Berkowitz, Pickton, Gary, Hanaei 
(as the glamor surrounding these names 
( and still in that source 
( Justitia and Aequitas 
( Schlafly, Farrell, Goldberg, Elam ), 
in SIFF, NCFM, and Justice for All, 
A Voice for Men, /r/TheRedPill, MGTOW, 4chan, 8chan, 
in massive online harassment campaigns — 
doxing, revenge porn, rape threats, death threats ))), 


as 
Chikatilo and Suradji, Cardenas, 

as Bundy 

( Blanc, Moore and Valizadeh ), 

as 
Hanson, Sithole, 

as Watts, 

the great trees strangling 
( but that the heart, too, breathes ))), 
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comes naked 
under roiling sky, 


comes matter, 


all that, 
the past time with you 
now, 
and glory too 
of your lust, 
of your hips lift and laughing, 
and breath in short, 
in thrilling gasps 
and 
the leopard plunge into my neck 
and 
all that, 


the dead of time, 
cannibal and compacted into 
into flesh, 
a single holy, 
this moment 


comes naked only, 


comes water 
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the water 
come quench, 


come 


dark, 
the underground 


water 
now 
nor 
sound of water only 
in labyrinthine roots, 


comes 
now 


umbilical, and runs into the wide lake of memory, 
of memory 
drips, 
drips, echoing against the cauterized stone, 
labyrinthine 
in memory like music 


when soft voices die 
vibrates in memory 


still, 
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but so 
here now as though we’d never been 


polished and slow 
and compressed into weathered 


( rain-polished, slug-slow ) stone, 


our clam-cold feet in the mud of the river, 
black memory coiled 


so close to sleep 


our melting muscles so close to 


to 
deep roots stretching down to mud, 
down to the water table below, 


the slow wash over stone, 
under stone ( only moment 
( only sense )), 
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you 
come, 


emergent of the rain, 
of matter in motion, 
trailing clouds of, 


no future will change this, 


rain clouds that fell to the ground, 
walking upon the water 
that fell to the ground 
turning 


the whole of the, 
the specter, 
the self-cycling 
past 


upside down 


179 


and 
press my thumb to your tongue 
wet on web-skin between 
and the plastic opacity of chapstick, 


feline languor, 
dispersed on the skin-soft and doughy bed, then, 
the sheets smooth as bread flour, 
heaviness of your head, 
the grave weight of your skull balanced on delicate vertebrae, 
pushing down upon thrice-punctured vertebrae, 
the nostrils and wide mouth of these vertebrae, 


nor memory erase this, 


flared nostrils, mouth and cartilage-clad thorax, 
the bird-claw ribcage braced against, 
and the bone-vacant abdomen, bizarre and symmetrical pelvis, 
the sacrum, 
my fractured, 
your unfractured coccyx 


and our flaying flesh like a grid laid over 


wet under and ( the genital-sensitive pink and ) heavy in memory 
( below the thin-skin surface ), 
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our oceanic flesh still wet with sea-foam, 
still panting on the shore, 
ears wet with seagulls’ screams, in memory, 
and the vitiated air, 
the poison invisible but 


here, 
now, 


as though we’d never been, 
doth unperplex, 
twined robot breath ( without intent ) 
and stoned 
on the bed ( weathered stone on Khandariya’s face ) 
rain polished, 
time slow, 

and 

the pink flush of first breath ( you open your mouth to mine ), 
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my hand on your back, the water-soft muscles, 
hand on your chest, gray light on the too-white wall and the 
air in our breath 
( converging attention ) 


reaching to 


towards the peak of, 
of moment, 
eyes sewn, 
this folded brain; 
nostrils and wide mouth 
and the lungs expanding, diaphragmic plunge 
and the ribs wrapped around, 
your over, 
my under-active thyroid, the peristaltic esophagus 
unto wave 
( only dead time within 
and the surf crash unto shore 
( reflection upon )), 
unto spleen, 
sinuses full of blood, 


and the heart at core 
(I am, 


Iam 


(and I've told you this before and )), 
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from stomach the chyme, 
acid wash, 
intestines bending into dream ( and appendix ), 
labyrinthine, 
from liver, 
from kidneys 
( calyx to style ) 
to bladder, 


the gallbladder alkaline, 
the pancreas, 
insulin, glucagon, somatostatin; 
polypetptide and digestive enzyme; 


the genitals erect and electric, 
prostate-tense 
( present ), 
and 
these veins and this skin 
and the pressure against 
the indomitable boundary 
( enduring under attention ), 
the all and 
only dead, 


no future will change this, 
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and when I take away what is outside (( inessential ) 


the broken, 
the vicious culture, 
torn plastic 

in the green leaves, 

the throbbing bass 
and the wide world constraining, 
the elastic squirm 
of the word-wormed brain ), 


my love, 
Iam you ( Iam, 
inside you Tam ), 


interior to the patterned eddies 
of moving matter, 


the water, 
wave, 


habits of thought we’ ve, 


this body 
OUT beyond our bodies, 
intimate understanding with extension, 
place, 
this home — 
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blossoming, 
unfolding of, 
of sense 


( applying pressure ( 2 fingers worth ) 
to the perineum, 
pressure point, 
a conjunction of nerves, 
and holding it there — the semen, 
in the prostate-tense 
( present ) 
to dissolve into blood, 
circle up to the top of the head 


(and, in 100% of personally observed cases, 
subsequently effect the formation of cysts in the left epididymis 
( cysts and not tumors 
( thank god )))). 
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And it all comes pouring in — 


light in our eyes, 
the air in our breath 
and ( every movement invocation, 
as everything is 


movement, 
and moment affirmation ) 
your thumb on my tongue and animating nerve-ends 


( and so, 
and in moment only, 
commuting this meat and bone, 
this water-balloon body 
this matter only 
( of wet gold and menstrual blood, 
driftwood and river mud ) 


into what it FEELS 


( that it feels )), 
living, from crowned head to sphincter, 


a body of, 
of holding together 
( that it does ), 
some deep seeping movement we have forced into 
here, 
now, 
into place 


a where- 
aware, inhabited 
and together, 


gathering to 


186 


slick film on mirrored eyes, 
on vitric and mirrored eyes, 
no longer my eyes 


braided vision, 
baited breath 


( and the bed ( the surface ) 
how wide, with none beside ), 


reflection of another reflected 
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pressing OUT, 
these wide, 
these yawning arms, 
thrill fingers, presence of, 
attention to and 
engendering of 


the far-away mind into 
( blood rushes out through aorta 
and pulmonary artery 
(I am, 
Iam ) 
as though we’d never been ), 


and all comes to, 
this burgeoning 


moving out to the damp 
edge of these skin-clad, 


this depth between, 
between inside and OUT at the hair-fine edge, 
panting of movement; 
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all electric inside and bellying pressure 
( you are ), 
then 
stepping out 
(it will happen with-out you ) 


into the wide, the too-open space 


between 
breaths 
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even here 
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even here 
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but then 
the melancholy after sex, 
that we have gone 
together, 
but now back 
to these fiercely separate, 


these senses wide and lonely, 
barely-perforate skins 


( and with nothing to take away afterwords, 


this matter unmarked, 
this thought 


never touched 
except, and only inside 
in that a. 
that not-lonely moment 
so close to sleep ); 


the stubborn interiority of experience — 


you go out to your death, 
and instead fall asleep, 


reft of moment 
still 
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( and there have been so many failures, abject-desponding, 


Abelard gelded, Helen forlorn, Pound raving and then mute ( thank god ), 
the Cathars slaughtered, troubadours, trobairises silenced, Alighieri redeemed only here, 
Aleister drunk, Simon stoned, Samson shorn; 


hollow shells where memory dwells, bodies breaking 
still, 
these pallid husks, dove sta, 
when life is hanging in the breeze, 
wisps of moisture, figures, 
dreams crashing down, 


so close to death, 
to sleep 


( and that the poets have lied, the storytellers, advertisers 
(as this is a lie ), 


the magicians have lied — 


that the hunger is never sated, can never be, 
the greed never sated, the envy and fear never fed into silence )). 
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But there is 
thunder and wind 


and the water soaking down, 
the parched roots 
reaching down 
and the blood-heavy fruit to come; 


plastic-sag 
against shivering leaves, 
walking upon the water, instead, 


you return, 


and everything moves together 
( into moment ), 


floating upon the wet mouth of an underground river, 
serpentine river called 


( under thought 
( under breath )) — 
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Deucalion, I; 
this life upon the, 
built upon the water ( Lam, 
this void air taking pelt Iam ), 
and musk of hormone, 
this sewn-plank boat, 
the rain clouds behind you, 
this body withOUT, 
above you, 
below you, 


this ark surrounding, 
all of this, floating upon 
the underground river, 
labyrinthine river, 
down to an underground sea. 


Utnapishtim; 
we shall bake a new loaf daily 
while the outside world sleeps, 


drawing breath ( lam, 
drawing deeper Iam ), 


while the outside world is drowned, 
bellying pressure; 
reed, cedar and myrtle, 
and the gathering of buzzing flies, 
as though we’d never been, 


the open arms of the, 
the roots of the, 
weight of the 


(a vortex of attention ), stretching 
down to the sunless sea. 
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It furthers, 
perseverance, 


to have some where to go 
( everything moves ), 


reclining and heavy, identity dispersed 
and skin-soft under mulberries, 
here, 
now 
nor memory erase this, 
this Parnassus-dissolving page-turning 
( this body ) 
folded, 
coiled up now, 


the leathery thisness of it all, thickness-suede of matter-stiff with 
with blood and 
the deep-seated-lust-under coming to, 
growing into 
and the flesh-of-face-gulping-breath-of-greening-things-of-growth, 
mouth-full-of-it now, 


this cannibal world, 
here 
now 


for 
now, 
that only one was leftof a thousand men, 
only one of a thousand women, 


washed clean, now 


(in attention 
( redeemed )), 
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there is a navel- stone, om phallos, 
a corner- stone under the tree, 


turning leaves and swollen trunk, 
the cracking bark over heartwood, 
birds in the branches, 
falling fruit — 


moves together 


this rain, page, 
moment, 


this love 
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VISHUDDH 


Painting Over: The Last Judgment 


“... the amphitheater of the clouds illuminated by rays streaming from the pure 
fires of heaven ... his countenance refulgent with brightness sweet and terrible, 
filling the children of good with joy and those of evil with fear ...” 


— Pietro Aretino, Letter to M. Buonarroti 


in the autumn of that year, 


the long light turned, 
short, and 
wind coursing through psoriatic branches, 
brittle leaves, 


barest resistance 
til torn from the stem, 
blown umber, sienna, red 
ochre and gold 
and minium up into lapis sky 
and 
then down to the ground, clumping there into rich and rotting masses, 
the leaves, 


when night’s airs pawed goose-pimpled flesh, 
delicate and ghost-like hairs drawn 
erect and electric, 
droplets clung to cocked follicles, wrapped around, 
the heavy wet bending stems down to skin, 
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the angel micha el, 
who-is-like-god ( is something that matter does 
( of impetus, intention-without- )) 
returned, then, to the city of heavy history, 
marble weight of Rome, with kind and tired eyes, deep-set and 
the purple smudge below, 


the high, 
the creased brow and hollow under cheek bone, 


wires of tattered hair laid over the suffering mouth, 
in the Conte, at least, 


bent posture, curling spine under history and long-lobed ears for wisdom, 
the Buddha’s ears for wisdom, 


and maker’s hands, 
strangler’s, against the deep monk’s-black, 


and short and brutal nails and 
all against black, 


the pigment under cuticle, 
hands laid upon, 
and the chalk-fine grit of lime, 
of seed and fruit, 
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returned, then 
(( the not ( yet ) past 
( ripples reaching OUT 
from the empty )) 


not a painter, 
sculptors do not know him, 
poet, 
but pivot, 
ameasure, that they are that they are, 
that they are not 
that they are not ), 


to move the son to the center, 
sun to the center 


( and am compelled towards the notion, here, 
and as expressed in some of the perhaps-less-careful literature about the painting, 
that its layout reflects the cosmology put forward in the concurrent Copernican lectures, 
the not-yet-heretical made glorious, 
made beating-heart at the center of the splaying structure of 


(ripples washing, thought reaching out )), 
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to build a prospect worthy of, 
that would resonate with, 
quicken this, 


that would tremble with this moment, 


take the disparate, 
the binding debris of the past- 


( the temple raised by other hands, 
each stone laid by other hands 


( the ceiling painted long ago 
( blooming-flush of spring ))) 


-harnessing-movement 
and revive, 
bring it all into 
again, 
and only as, 


into compass, 


the stars down to our shores, 


in 


to, 
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to burn through, 
in likeness of a crown, a living star, as everyone is, 
the reflective film on tired eyes ( cacophony of echo ), 
the lampblack and animal glue deep-set 


in the vast mental uterus of the Sistine and Perilous Chapel, 
Om Phallos, 
the navel-stone of these remains, 
waves and radiation, 


breathe life into dead bodies, 
insufflating breath, lips stained with color, 
with rushing blood, 


hands pushing down upon the cold marble chest of 
the always, 


the already dead, 


his compressive weight, resuscitating 
and again and again and, 
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to reveal 
( of the body, but a pivot, 


of the chapel, 
a single beating stone ( Iam, 
measure Iam 


( skin torn back from the marble, 
the too-dead bones of 
( of all-coming-into-now )))), 


in radiant hue on the too-dead, suffusing wet plaster, 
the pitted stone of Rome 
(reflection ) — 
judgment and revelation. 
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Painting Over: The Cogito 


“... that this proposition, I am, | exist, is necessarily true whenever it is put froward 
by me or conceived in my mind. But I do not yet have a sufficient understanding of 
what this ‘Tis ...” 


— Descartes, Second Meditation 


a source-endgendered ( and could come from any ), 
a focus, 

but a pivot, 
a measure and enduring ( that they are that they are ) — 


but seems, here, too defined-already, a bit 
too late-in-the-described-event, 
the thing-ness worn too well, 
words-holding, 
the object-after-object all-present already 


(( that our grammar has lied ) 
the noun-verb extracted ( abstracted 
( may be nothing-ing, instead? ))) — 


arms tacky on carved wood, maybe, as the image would have it, anyway, 
the brushed suede under bum ( or, in bed, perhaps, 
as was his habit, as would be mine, when it’s not, 
the faraway mind so close to sleep, 
to source (( but there is no 
( but still in that 
( that sea ))) 
to memory before memory, 
before dream 
( there are many kinds of dream )) 
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and so ), enrapt, 
unwrapped by 
( strangler's hands wrapped around ( skin torn back from the bones of )) 


an intuition empty of CONTENT 


((( I would argue ) 
that they are not 
that they are not ) 


empty of 
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( saw the titan ( the moment ( before moment ) WAS the titan 


( that there are gods in these 
( before even ) words, 
an open energy 
(( breath ) you’ve ) forced into words )), 


breath strong with fennel seed, 
with treason, 
whose name is foresight, with, 
with plague 


who breathed LIFE into wet clay, 
clam-cold feet in the mud of the river, 
the grit under cuticle, 
built the interior ( that there is this at all 
(( in strophe ) 
is )), 
divine fire burning in this 
as this, 
a spirit, 
thought worthy of, equal to this, 
this matter 
( that it moves (the river time, 
serpent )), 


LIFE of this life, 
reflection )), 
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but that he then translated, 


cogito ( what is the difference 
between a live and dead body? ); 


stepped, apo-state 
( OUT from that state ( that event )), 
inferred from ( intact and indubitable and invariant ( but there is no 
( OUT from perspective, from body ))) — 
a syllogism 


that wasn’t a syllogism, 
cracked corner-stone of 
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( but there is running water under, 
intuition 


( the argument ( too simply ) — that, standing at the focus of moment, 
to look OUT, first, and, then, to declaim ‘I am’, and only after 


( and that deductive reasoning 
always tends towards this weird kind of abstract and one-way-only temporality, 
causality, 
as though the objects of our reasoning never reflected, were never reflexive, 
but proceeded only through a thread of thought and were, then, ACCOMPLISHED 
( and ONLY accomplished )) 


imposes a kind of spurious entirety upon this only, 
this holy 


(as if the son at the center ( of no man 
( but there is no 


( that 1. existence is not a property 
( which in itself both refutes and restates the argument simultaneously and ) 


2. this sounds like your thought, but 
(I1#1( there are many kinds of I ( and ))) 


3. now is only now 
( these thoughts non-simultaneous ( and not enduring 
( but waves washing OUT from the empty center ))))))), 


a narrow ( too-wide ) field of vision, 
an infinite and abstract grid-laid-over 
(( that isn’t your thought ) 


that the coordinates were present already, 


phase space 
( moving OUT from the moment ), 


209 


the eye 


( one eye, infinite and abstract and ) 
all-present already and NOT OF THIS BODY 


(( and nor of moment ) 


and perceives ONLY image 


((( is itself only image ) 
from this only, this hollow point-radiant, 
diffuses perspective, something OUT-side instead and multiplied into abstraction, 
to skin-only 
( and isn’t your skin )) 
what matter does (in attention )) 


as the WHOLE of what is 


( the moment not rendered, 
not lit by 
(no longer your eye ( nor of your body 
(as if, odinesque, could cut out the eye to turn it omniscient )) 


haven’t seen ( only image instead ), 


haven’t thought well 
( look around you ))); 
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but the life lived in this-thought-only, 

the city sick, 

the roles, jobs ( suppressing anger everywhere, violence, 
all enduring the same dead fucking boredom everywhere, 

the never-passing past encroaching, 

what was is, must be ), 
ruler-edged streets, the box-shape hedges, 

the flat-screen tvs, skyscrapers, billboards and sidewalks, 
straight lines, flat surfaces, 

the uniform curvature 

is the world becoming map, 
becoming deeply, 


depressingly 
impoverished 


of SENSE 


( sense raw and unvitiated 
(real sense )), 


pressing pavement, the tar and the rock, 
this vibrant and blooming life becoming only, 


only fiction 


( and don't know that you're fiction 


( that our grammar has lied, 
the noun-verb apostrophied at the black-hole center )); 
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but further, still, that the understandings born of this map-stance, 


objects so created 
( products ), 
all around us, 
recreate 
( constantly reinforce ) 
a thought-word identity, 
world-entirety built OUT of the past 


( of what works 
( has worked )), 


OUT from 


((( not facts — there are always new facts — but the perspective enduring under ) 


and that these senses-as-image-only, understandings-as-entirety have served 
( have evolved over aeons ONLY to serve ) 
who we are 
( have conditioned who we are ), who we’ ve been; 
they have WORKED ( we’ve survived ), but have worked only as well as they’ ve worked 
( we are all here, 
now )) 


an I 
unequal to I ); 


they exist ( the objects born of this stance ) only for ( our purposes ), 
and for this only — 


FOR 


( this is a partial truth — 
there’s a way to look at a coffee mug, of course, even, that unfolds all the secrets, 
splendors of, 
condenses it all into presence, all of time FORCED into 


(( there are gods even here, 
only here ) but yet still )) — 
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the fan, 
the bed ( as was his habit ), 
the walls, 
clock and mirror, 


telephone and toothbrush, 
geocentric artifacts of a too-barely-entropic thought-world 
( but becoming garbage still ), 


the dresser, 
lamp and book 


(( these words written to be burnt, 
built to be broken ) 


each an empty center of a gravitational field, 
pulling attention, this thought, 
here, 
now, down into each, 
murders the actual 
puts on its clothes 
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( product = I = product )) 
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fix me in a world, pinned, wriggling, that exists only in relation to 


an 
‘T 
that ‘is’ ( and co-extensive with body ), 


and unequal to I, always world and never nowhere, 
sickness of the word-wormed brain, 
desperate for, 


that is ONLY for, 
compelled to 
(( de/confined in what it consumes, expressed only in what it consumes, 
and so the hunger following forever upon ) 


an eye 
( and unequal to eye ( cogito ergo sum )) already dead — like a grid laid over, 


casuistry, bureaucracy 


( you are already dead 
(he said )))). 
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Look around you 


( and OUT from that eye ) — 


we are 5 thousand years into a civilization that could conceivably 
endure for 4 billion more ( on this planet ); 


it is only for the last 60 or so years that we have had to the power to destroy the world 
( we are destroying the world ), 
or to destroy all of the life that blooms upon the world, 
to render it all into ash, 
into dust. 


And there are bombs planted everywhere, 
no god is more present, 
and we haven’t lived well. 
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And as far as we know for certain, 
here, 
now, 
LIFE exists ONLY on this planet. 
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Given the amount of time ahead 


( we have only time ahead 

( almost an eternity 

( of course, 4 billion years is no closer to eternity 
than | is, 

but it’s also a lot closer to eternity 

than whatever you just thought when you read ‘eternity’ 
is 
( 4 billion years is a long, long time 


(is ))))) 
it is virtually certain ( statistically ) 


that nuclear weapons will be used en masse 
( we’ve used them before ), 


that life will choke in an hypoxic holocaust 
as methane locked deep under arctic ice, 
pooled in wide rivers of feedlot sewage, 
and carbon dioxide from burning fossil fuels, 
are released into the barely warmer atmosphere 


triggering an escalating cataclysm of arid death 
(( it has happened before ) 
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now need 
to get LIFE off the planet, 
to distribute the risk, 


next need 
to become a NEW kind of, 
uncenter our, 
reflect the beauty, 
the joys inherent in, 
this is the sign, 
make our minds worthy of, 
all of TIME worthy of 
( present in ) this ( matter )) — 


never a time that was not of war 


( we haven't thought well, 
lived well )))) — 


look around you. 
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Painting Over: A Priori Intuition 


“... but there is nevertheless a determinate form [namely, time] in which alone the 
intuition of inner states is possible, and everything which belongs to inner 
determinations is therefore represented in relations of time ...” 


— Kant, Critique of Pure Reason 


by which he meant 
the field within which 
thought is ordered, 


and still closer, here, 
and again, as with Descartes, 
the quick-blinding naming-the-unnameable-obvious, 
but 
is inner sense, 
he thought 
( thinking time into 
time ), 


running water 


liquid medium OUT of which the thought-word is born 
( but the thought-word is multiple ), 
FLUID of, 
wheeling MATTER of, 
thought-GROUND of the, 
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by which I understand 
first, 
that the thought-word is not time, or, not equivalent to 


time ( as an object isn’t space, say ), 


but is yet born of, at least, 
hollowed out of, 


structured in, 
a mechanism-harnessing-moment, 


becoming-static-of-moving-time-organizing-matter ( there are gods in these words ), 


extraction 


( what was is, must be — ), 


as if memory CONSTRAINING 
the MOVEMENT of matter 


and WITHIN matter (( of it 
( the LIFE of this 
(( every muscle has a memory, 
every cell, 
splintered memory ), 
the subject, 
yet not quite substance of 


( everything moves )) — 
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that there is a what-it's-like-to-be AT ALL ) 
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holding together, 
harnessing movement ), 


stasis-becoming 


this memory 
( not your memory 
(not strong force nor electromagnetism, 
neither weak force nor gravity )) 
making BODY ( pattern integrity ( repetition )) 
OUT of entropy, 
SUPERVENING, 
this past-become-present-present-past 
( imbuing every thought, 
twisting up through every shard 
of broken thought ), 


distinguishes 


((( seems to distinguish LIFE from not 
( but yet more — time the element 
( of element come to ) across which 
the skin of this life is stretched, the fabric, 
and the deep-seating sadness, desperation of it )) 


this always happens, 
only happens ) 
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is = time ); 
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every (living ) thing 
with-holding 
( together 
as against 
(and FORMS AROUND, 
EMERGES from the 
(( many movements ) 
some meeting place of, 
confluence of, 
enduring rip-tide in an ocean of churning 
( eddies-in-current 
that are water-passing-through ONLY 
(( only pattern ) 
that 
if there is a suffusing, 
a loving god, direction ( many directions ), 


IT IS SOMETHING THAT MATTER DOES, 


DOES, 


an endless movement from the simple to the complex 
( from the complex to simple )))))), 


a persisting past, 
the dead self-cyling 
some root reaching under, rhizomes rot, 
as what memory now is, I am, 


this 
thin-skin-holding, surface tension of the one-toothed teething, 
sinusoidal current running, 


drawing these fractal 


( the simpler it isn’t ), 
these disparate organs 
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into chorus, 
place 


( something gasping upon the sand, sea-tangle underfoot, leather belts of kelp, 
and the whole of the past, entropic, disparate and pressing, 
the towering clouds laid over, persistent, 
precipitate and made present, 
BUT AS IF MEDIUM, 


the swarming assemblage of ruined moments 
losing it-self, 
becoming, for an instant only, 
and in instant only, only 
wave upon wave 

of 

falling 

rain ), 


perspective only, 
and then dies 
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( and am concerned that, hoping, now, that, 
you should bring into resonance a handful of seemingly unrelated ideas: 


1. all that has come before 
( come to now ( but as MEDIUM )) 


2. the theoretical property of quantum gravity whereby 
the information present in a given area, 
known and entropic, 
is bounded (Beckenstein’s) by the 
SURFACE AREA ONLY, 
and not volume, as one would intuit, 
and can thus be understood as being encoded upon 
a LOWER DIMENSIONAL BOUNDARY, 
of that area, holographic 
( event horizon around a black hole center ) 


3. this skin of sense-seems, of meaning — 
that once you recognize space and time 
as sense, 
ALL of this 
emerging from, 
supervening upon sense 


( this here-now not disclosed except in thought 


(no presence but, 
nor moment except in relation, perspective )), 


the distinction between inner and outer 
becomes rather difficult 


seems more static imposition upon 
( as of course, since Minkowski, we've come to believe that 
( pressing down with understanding ), know that, 


space and time 


are inseparable: spacetime: 


everythingmoves 
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these senses as one 
and inter-determining, 
word-thing, 
floating 


and phenomenal ONLY, all, 
the opaque-transparent, in-out of it, 
and attention so avid to fall, as into this, 
but phenomenal ONLY, the all of it that is 
(is ) 
in sight-retinal, for example, 
the matter-made-energy upon the concave facet thereof; 


this thought OF surface, cortextual 
(a surface ) 
only, 
as everything is 
(and yet still the enduring depth, 
the black hole below 


and at the hair-fine edge of this thought, 
these worlds wide and lonely 
and barely perforate skins )) 


4. dark matter/energy — 
that, the laws of gravity and motion, of trajectory, would seem to imply 


that there is a staggering LACK of sensible/immediate in the known universe 


5. drawing all into ( finally ): )) 


and second, 
that there is a depth upon which the surface of thought-sense unfolds, 
a SOUL that endures under attention. 
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But The Real Yet ‘Is’ 
mb 


“Death being that to which we are not accustomed ... The thought of death does not 
help us to think death, does not give us death as something to think. Death, thought, 
close to one another to the extent that thinking, we die, if, dying, we excuse 
ourselves from thinking ...” 


— Blanchot, The Step Not Beyond 


is death 
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Transcendental Apperception 


“Through this I or he or it (the thing) which thinks, nothing further is represented 
than a transcendental subject of the thoughts = X. It is known only through the 
thoughts which are its predicates, and taken apart from them in isolation, we 
cannot have any concept of it whatsoever ...” 


— Kant, Critique of Pure Reason 


as nothinging suggested, here, 
and really just prefiguring the noumenon argument 
at A253/B310, 
the real 
of limit ONLY, 
overtakelessness, 
a theoretical-ONLY intuition-intellectual, 
unspeakable and HOLY name of, 
but, AS limit ( of this 
(of ALL of 
( but ground of ))) 


is NOT, 


but yet an empty center inhering, 
but have watched them form, 


thoughts, you have ( want you to find the ), 
followed attention down below, 


breath upon 
breath upon 


the thin-skin surface of 
and fragmented, 


chipped blocks of 


( the thought word OF memory, cluttered fractions of ) 
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these frozen shards of, 
of past moments pressing upon, 
followed attention down under breath, 
below eyeing and, 
turned attention upon attention 


deep down under breath, 
and found 


rushing presence 


and nothing to become 


but redoubles with, 
doubles and redoubles 
and with beauty. 
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And want you to find the intuition, 
genesis 


( there is no genesis ) 
that 
paints your face upon the flayed skin of, 
embodies this ( as it happens without you ), 
sounds back, 
echoes back, 


shiver to touch as rangy fingers of, 
as words laminate and have done this all before, countless times before, 
have sung this and with wide and vibrate vocal cords, 
wide throat, hollow neck 
before, 


have reached out over dead breath, 

this living, 

this feeling 

this 

wrapped around before 
the claw-like ribcage and stomach below, bowels labyrinthine before 
the rough, the echoing rock ( not this thought 
under hand, 

the breath come to rock ( though it sounds like your thought )), 


the swift and vacillating air 
come back down to 


rock before 


in vibrate, 
in labial-sensitive 
vocal cords ( haven't thought well, lived ), 
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throat wrapped around, lending voice unto sound, 
and swelling ribcage, 
the skin-clad, this sinew and bone, these organs, 
thought, 


3.6 billion years gasping upon the sand, and all condensed into a vibrating, 
tongue muscle and spit and wet lips percussive 


and the only-dead air, 


the space in-between 
moving now 


as everything is, 
as is only is 


the black ink, 
white page as it turns 
iS 


(is ), 


and waves upon waves upon 
washing now 


through song 
( this song ); 


have carried 


(and so are continuing to carry ) these words, 
these white pages, stained and dead black ink 


into living congress, 


this air becoming breath, 
this, 
this, 
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and the consequences, stock, 
the echoes of the earth, 
of the heavens and sea (as the gulls cry, 
the cymbal crash of surf ), 
fit all together into one 
form, 


one 
fetal 
form ( this point ( but no place )), 


substance 


( before substance ) under pressure 
( neither volume nor weight but ), 


breath upon breath 
upon 


and want you to BE this poem, to paint your face upon the flayed skin of, 
and then I want you to tear it open; 
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all waiting and 
don’t know that we’re waiting 
( you have been waiting ), 


all enduring the same dead fucking 
boredom everywhere, 
the murder all around, 
sadness and fear, 
the greed polluting everywhere, 


but waiting for you to get OUT 


TO DIE 


( and there is no OUT 
( the light on your eye 
( it is time ) 
ink stains upon 
(( this is the sign ) 
reflection upon reflection 
( and there is no )), 


we are waiting, 
these crowding words, 


waiting upon 
breath upon 


froth around the empty 
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and the images laid, 


tongue wrapped, 
and the surfaces restless, 


eyes clothing 
and the shadows in their folds, 
the degas-folds of drapery 
( there are roots reaching under 
( matter under )), 
but the eyes wide and yawning and 
that there are these perpetual signs 
( this folded time 
( and still in that time 
( it is time ))) 
upon the earth, 
the stars 
and the moon and 


the path 
of the sun, periplum, 


all falling in, 


and the light, 
sight wrapped, 


holding together, 
holding against 


( and I want you to break it open ))), 
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and the mountains rise and 
the singing rivers, 
bodies ephemeral 


and all things that move 
begin to 


( continue to ), 


as everything, moves 
and the smell of fig leaves burning 
falls in 


and all falls in, 
falls in 


( and there is only ), 
all is 
falling in 


to 
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and then burnt it to the ground, 
the sharp, 
the parching grass, 
yellow grass turned to flame, 


everything burns, 
nothing remains 


in the temple of the sun 
at Akhet-Aten, 
at Pueblo Bonito, 
on the thin-skin surface of the scorching, 
this plated world, 
like a grid laid over, 


in a location 
( the many and different locations ) as yet unarticulated 


the walls are aligned with solar, 
with lunar flight, 
with the slow-sweeping stars 


( sandstone laid down in the wide 
and washing deserts of Permia 
(now again in that moment ) 
and compressed, 
age upon age 
upon ), 


and stones split open, 
the desert age exposed and erected against, 


static, 
established against, 


each cut carefully to fit and reaching, 
a turning leaf towards, 
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the moving, 
the multitudinous lights overhead, 
the vast and orbiting sky — 


surface of 


( motion 
(( of the sky ) 
reflected motion 
( of the earth )))), 


but the leveled ground underfoot, 
still, 


unstill ( as limit, 
nerves making place 


of these too-tight hulls, 
these senses-reaching, 
perforations, 


growing 
wide and encompassing 


(OUT )), 


an open 
and growing skin; 
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and 
hands 
hollowed out kivas underground, unveiling 
( to thought, 
sight 
( reaching out beyond this, 
this singlular, 


firmly established )), 
patterns laid over the leveled earth 
signifying, 


architecture re-sounding 
calling OUT to 


(( manifesting ) some compass larger 


( the stars torn down to the ground underfoot, 
sun, 
the sky torn down ) 


(as toes pressing down, 
wide and bare upon the time-leveled ground under 


( my feet, 
my feet, 


my feet (in memory )), 


skin against surface 
against 


( this page as it turns )))), 
matter to matter 


reflecting. 


241 


In the temple of the sun 
there are no schools 
but martial and yogic training are mandatory, 
life tied to the body in motion and immediate, 
inhabited. 
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As 
the temple has been built 
and rebuilt innumerable times, 


has been invented countless times, 
was first only an eye 
( unfurling towards 


( green stems feeding the roots down, 
digging deep down below the skin 


of this, 


this, 
this cortex over and molten, 
this ground ) the withering sun ); 
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that there is light 
( that first there was light ) 
and then ( and still in that moment ) 


the eye-exhaling — 


lucent, 
these lit-by orbs growing 


OUT, 


this dead, 
this not-dead matter assembling 


OUT of the black touch of warmth upon exposed skin cells, 
photo-sensitive skin cells, 
neurons exploding in the cambrian nervous system 


( but before even a brain 
( before sight 
the brain, as yet, unarticulated 
(as brain ), 
but growing in response to the eye 
(in concert with light ))), 


a BETWEEN 
( emergent of, 
expression of some deep-seated movement before, 


some TE before 
and longing towards ); 
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that the eye has happened 
( and happened BLINDLY ) 
has come to be- 


come 
( this matter surfacing into ), 

has organ-ized, co-opted 

HELD TOGETHER 

these dead-not-dead compounds, elements, particles, 
disparate patterns of motion; 

light 
and 
heat 
and then ( heretofore impossibly and ) in RESPONSE, 


the eye 
(as polis is 
(as cameras now facing 
( only image instead ))), 
patterns, 


habits of movement, 
harnessing protein and gene, 
matter-memory, 


cells unto organ 
( were another kind of organ ), 
becoming OPEN 
( yet to come ), 


effected, 
effecting 


( and not only once; 
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but that the eye 
was born of this movement-hunger ( -before-hunger ), 
this energy against diffusion not only once, 


but 
has come (( we imagine ) 


in ) 
to 
on two and more separate 
( and genealogically unrelated ( except AS genealogy, 
AS life )) 
occasions 
( cephalopod, vertebrate, crustacean and annelid, cubozoa )); 


that there was 
no sight 


( and before that no nerves, 
sense 
(no tense )) 


and then and suddenly 


( or slowly groping towards 
through slowly passing millenia ) 


there was sight 
and bound together 


( two eyes 
one body, 
self, 
one center ))), 
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as though life 
( were more than its particulars ) 


had been struggling ( and blindly ) 
towards, 
towards all this, 
as if in prayer to — answer to - SOMETHING ALREADY THERE 


( yet unpresent ) 
and not-quite-alike 


and yet alike, 


matter to matter 


reflecting. 
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In the temple of the sun 
billboards aren’t selling anything 
and the advertisers have all been euthanized. 
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AS 
in Akhet-Aten ( that was first only ( like a grid-laid-over ) 
image ) 
again, 
brick upon red mud brick, named of the light-only, 
of the issue of the sun, 


OUT- 
COME 


(not the god-in-itself 
but of the source-as-it-appears ( only ), 


the disk 
the light, light-only (( and limit ) 
as laying hands upon )), 


in the fifth year of his reign took upon himself the name of 


( but the pharaoh was a monster 
(all pharaohs are — 
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would see out of a single eye 
( waves from the empty center ) 
and bounding 


the great arc of the sun, 
the periplum authoritave, 
encompassing 


one sight 
(as if constraining ), 
body, 
one law, 


one life 


( wide senses laid into stone and pitted ))); 
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and you were with me there ( at the center ), 
where we’ ve never been, 
the remains at Akhet-Aten, where we’ ve never been, 
the great desert tomb 
between the sand and the river 


of sense 


( and alive in, 
laid over, 
the map upon desert page, 
still, 


in sense 


(in image ), 


upon 
sharp and pliant 
under fingertips, whet, 
the tongue upon and web-skin, the presence between, 
as it turns, 
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this page 


( in attention 
( the gods in these words static 
as current unto brain 
(and the smell in the library stairwell 
(in memory ), pressing 
and like a window licked, wet, 
the tongue laid upon 


( and endured again and again and 
all those moments to sanction the simile 
here and 
to bring you now 
( and because the elevator’s slow )))))); 
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you are with me in Amarna, 
upon the desert page 
( the what ) of this religion without books, 
this god-before 
and 
in moment-only, 
in sight-becoming 
( in attention ) 


the light’s many hands, 
matter under hand 


and quick, 


under heavy sun 
as image maintaining, 
creating continually 
(as image ) 


this, 


this sense. 


23 


In the temple of the sun 
ownership is possible only in an occupied space ( only in a home — 
every home is a temple ); 
there are no landlords, 
there is no rent. 
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As then 
in Rome, it was built again, 
lens placed upon ground and polished lens 
and, forsaking terrestrial objects 
then, looked up into the night sky, 
the gauzy, 
lactic, 


proud 
and hierarchical architectures of the past 
crashing down into debris all around him, 
light-scatter around him 
fractured and, 
though there were murderers everywhere, 
assassins 
( this is the sign ), 
then, turned, 
a leaf towards 
( as if skin only ), to other voices 


instead, of the stars 
( to sight ), instead — 
as was 
field made fractal, 
the nebulous partite, 
a complex of individual movements, 


phases of the planets, 
pockmarked, 

the syphilitic moon, 

the quality of 


the 
light 
of 
this 
hour 


the chiaroscuro articulations reflected from desert surface, 
shadows placid, 
and the vast and regular orbits implied, 
look around you; 
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and though the Earth could not move 


( the ground underfoot heavy, 
stone, 
this point-around-which- 
everything-moves ), 


everything moves; 


and so SAW the sun at the 
( though there is no center ), 


and 
the movements there speaking 
( and against the law 
( OUT from )), 


refracted and blurred 
and dissolving 
into the black 
underground, 
the dilating pupil 
fathomless, 


and upon high, furrowed, 
the deep-cut brow, 
wires of tattered hair and 
shadow, 
a finer grade brought down to attention, 


notice ( even here, 
only here ). 
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And in the temple of the sun there is no fiat money; 


all currency is mutual credit, time dollar ( or gift, instead ), 
local scrip, cryptocoin ( anything that WORKS ), 


information, interaction, 


leisure and freedom 
and symbol ( only symbol ), 


image and reflection; 
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but 
in this world ( without gods ) without kings 


( this depth between, 
light 
upon the pupil, 
the subject eye, 
this ) 
in every thing ( gods growing large ) kings are preparing 
( of this attention subject ( by it 
( from this point-perspective dilating )), 

the light laying hands upon ), 

the forces of oppression, gravitational loci, 
organ-ized now, 
articulated as, 
come ( in ) to, 

of the past co-opting, 
harnessing motion, 


moment and orbit, 


this-space-and-this-time 
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( and the temple turning, 
the church turning, 


then, 
with malice, 
with innate and ancient anger, insectile violence, 


with crocodile hiss, single-cell hunger, 


with baboon hate, 


against sight, sense, 
against this body as it moves 
(( that it moves ) 
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as any orthodoxy, dogma, 
any framework immalleable and true, 
any book of gospel ( any book ), 


is set against, 


against matter 
( that it does ), 
against life 
( here-and-now ( in attention )), 


instead of sense, 


sight- 

sound- 

taste- 

touch ( balance ) - 
smell, 


the truth-all-present and always 
and evincibly more real 
(( but the real is 
(> 
more immediate to mind ) 
than 
( and making a demon’s work of ) 


this one, 
this only, holy life, 
this 


( but the human body is a paragon of beauty )); 
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placed page against, 
against sense 
and found sense wanting 
( everything hungers ), 
found below the firm ground underfoot, 


danger 
( as if running water under ), 


set thought against life 
and found life 
wanting 


( moving )); 
they, the delayers, dogmatic, 
they, of revenge; 


they, who are not of this moment, 
not only 
( as this sounds like your thought 
( sounds only )); 
old men of the mountain, 
they, the bureaucrats; 


they, who sit in judgment, 
the appeasers, tenured and articulate, 
comfortable and corrupt 
and indentured, infected; 


they, the established, 
the misogynist; 


they, who already know, 


compromised and complicit 
and 
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Zhao Zheng and Li Si, 
Meletus, Anytus and Lycon, 
Aleskandar Gojastak, 
curse and detest; 


Tiberius, Sejanus and Satrius Secundus, 
Hadrian, Diocletian, 
and Jovian, 
Umar and S’ad 
and Uthman thereafter 
averse, they are flawed, in union, palaver; 


the ulamas of Qazvin, their torches kindling Alamut, 
abjure, curse and detest; 


Bakhtiyar Khilji, 
Hulagu Khan, 
Ata-Malik Juvaini, 
Guillaume de Saint-Thierry and St. Bernard slavering, 
St. Dominic, Savanarola, Cisneros, Calvin, 
curse and detest 


( Spina, Tolosani, 
Lorini, Caccini, Bellarmine, Clement, 
Urban, Paul, 
abjure, curse and detest ); 


Saint Just, Le Bas, Couthon, Robespierre ( again ), 
Cheptsov, Riumin, Malenkov, Ignatiev 
( and again and again and ), 
Khomeini, Khamenei, 
Alanesi, Awlaki; 


Goebbels and Rosenberg, 
Streicher and Herrmann, 


Heidegger, Strauss, Mishima, Pound ( Amprin, Steele and Overholser ), 
Eisenhower, Hoover, McCarthy, Cohn, 
the U.S.F.D.A. and Postal Service, 
the Department of Defense, 
curse and detest; 


abjure, curse and detest; 
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the Taliban, 

the People’s Front for Democracy 
and Justice, 

the Arab Socialist Ba’ath Party, 

the People’s Liberation Army, 

the Democratic Front for the Reunification of the Fatherland, 

the Central Security Forces ( Intelligence Agency ) 
and Ministry of Culture, 


MK Ultra; Unit 731 


and again and again and 
( and this list is not exhaustive and ) 


curse and detest; 


and 
they will BURN you before allowing that they could be wrong, 


will burn up the moment, 
the life 
( their own lives ) in a fever of judgment; 


they will hunt you down and make you scream 
(and yet still only you ); 


they will pump you full of hallucinogens, 


slogans, repetition, anaphora 
and wipe out your memory with electroshock; 
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they will steal, 
they will cheat; 


they will blackmail, 
bribe; 


they will lie, 
they will slander; 


they will beat, 
cut, 
rape, 


maim; 


they will torture; 
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turcas and thumbscrew, 
brodequin, 
abjure, curse and detest; 


instep borer, heretic’s fork, 
pillory, saltire and parrot’s perch, 
judas cradle, iron chair, 
iron maiden, choke pear, 
wooden horse and iron spider, 
curse and detest; 


boot and brank 
and 
stock and whip 
and rack; 


scavenger’s gyves and breaking wheel, 
soaking towel, waterpail, catapelta, 
abjure, curse and detest; 


kia quen, tean zu, 
rifle butt, knotted noose and picana, 


what the hammer? what the chain? 


stress and duress, 
fire, oil and fear, 
and 
curse and detest; 
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and all 
before allowing that they could ever be wrong, 
that they could only 
( that the word is word-only ); 


all 
because the present is not the past, 
the story not sense, 
the life not accomplished already, 


because the moment isn’t held 
(as this isn’t ), 


because there are knives in their hands, 
only fingers in yours 


and a depth between, 
between inside and OUT 
constricting and warm and germinal, 


an enfolding unplace, 
but no 
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because some things that are lost ( all things are lost ) 
are lost forever ( but yet waves washing out ), 
some insights, aspects 
lost forever, 
some gods 
(real and static ), 
some laws, axioms 
are lost forever, 
fabrics, visions 
(holy visions (( electric ) mishearing, then, 
the does as dies ( no one ever dies ), and floored 


(as lying on the dingy carpet and dawn held high, 
aloft-alight and you passing, 
passing, 
all of us ( this is ) passing 
and without consolation — 


happens only, 
only happens ), 


the desperate audacity, deep-seating ( unseating ) 
religio-poetic force of it, the lie — 


what thou lovest well remains, the rest is dross 
what thou lovest well shall not be reft from thee — 


but it is a lie )) 
some passions, skins 
( that once, my love, for whom these pages are, 
and thereafter, forever, one of us will die, 


one only, 
the other with-out, 
and never, 
never — ), 
some prisons ( all prisons and ), 
chains, 


everything burns, 
nothing remains. 
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In the temple of the sun 
there is limitless voting, 
no representation 
( every moment is voting 
( every breath )); 
democracy is direct and almost prohibitively inefficient. 
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But built again at Crawford Hill — 
the Horn Antenna sounding, moment reaching back 


in 
to 
( into cavities of time, before 
(a MATERIAL interaction, 
past ( and passing ) action unveiled 
in attention, 
dead-only ( not- ) time in, and leveled heat 
( not-yet-leveled ( the ripples yet washing OUT )) 
into life ), 


the black and underground ocean, before, reaching 


back before eye, 
before sight, aphotic 


( but sight now making 
( and making 

that- 
this )), 


before life-light 
( the carcass remains of ( let there be light )), 


before moment, 
( and now still in that moment )), 


perspective reaching — 


singularity 
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( but 
a thick and growing skin passing 
OUT beyond the event horizon of 


( and the staggering breadth of imagination, curiosity, 
to envision a universe of 100 billion galaxies ( you press your thumb to my tongue ) 
when all the naked eye can see is faint and fractured skin turning upon 





-response 
( the many and different responses ) 


unfolding around you, 
the form-full, before, all residue around you 


of 
(of ), 


and still in that, 
that-only, primordial- 
upon, 


that press against present, 
white knuckles, and nails bending, articulating 
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coming in 
to 


this, 


the Ea reflected 


in 


(( everything moves ) 


something death-only DOES ( in attention )) 


not-present-made-present 


(in attention 
(as attention )). 
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The temple of the sun is built 
even as it is inhabited 
(a fabric fraying at the edges 
(is only ever edges )), 


grows 
out 

in 

to 
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and was first only an eye; 
this world-made 


( the wide, 
the limber ocular nerves, 
lamp, 
the chair 
( artifacts of our 
these desert sheets ( thought coming present, 
ink stains, as was his habit to place )), 


the degas-folds of drapery, 

each crease lucent and precise, that they are 
that they are 

articulate sheen upon 

the brass door knob, 
spare shadow diffused into hollows of clotted paint, 

and though sharp against the crown molding, 
strobe, yet, under blades 


of the whirring fan cutting light, breaking 


( grunt of labor 
precision of machinery, 
protective goggles, 
white paper mask 
when the paint was applied 


( all alive and here ), 
under sight )), 
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this body turning, 
in-habited, 
OUT past the skin of this too-small, 
giving shape, 
attention to ( sirens’ voices call, 


colors quail, 
giving PLACE to evince ), 


the OUT, 


this great golden hive of, 


genital-sensitive 
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( emergent of, 
and processing, 
making, OUT of moving matter 
(as if divine fire burning in this matter, 


wave unto wave, 


photon to image 
( reflection ), 


cornea, pupil and iris, 
lens and retina, 
photoreceptor, bipolar, ganglia, 
horizontal and amacrine cell, 
optic disc, nerve and chiasm, 
the thalamus ( lateral geniculate and 
suprachiasmatic nuclei ), 
pretectum and superior colliculus, 
the striate cortex 
( all matter only energy 
( only matter and )), 


protein and enzyme and 
( co-opted, harnessed and ) 


this eye, 
brain, 
and this light come to be, 
come to 


( this dead, 
this not-dead 
this ))), 


this; 
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matter 
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responds 


21) 


and before even life, 


is, somehow, 
and before even life 
(as first there was no life, 
and now there is life ), 


OPEN, 


receptive and sensing 


( and before even sense ); 
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inside and out, 


occlusion, 
penetration, 


as skin making sense, 


folded, 
converged upon, 


attention back in upon, 
incepting itself as 


( between ) 


image upon image, 
reflection upon reflection, 


this 
( this ). 
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And in the temple of the sun 
all drugs are legal and very 
( very ) dangerous. 
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But the parched, 
the sun-bleached earth 
at Pueblo Bonito, 


dry sandstone from the mesas laid down in Permia 


( when the earth almost died, 
gases crowding the thin-skin surface, 
the cortex laid over compressed and frozen fire, 


when life, 
all life, was savaged within a holocaust of choking poison, 


towering clouds of volcanic ash 
and the rich, 
the rotting ground beaten dry and infertile and bare, 


and the sand surged through seething currents, 
the wide and washing deserts 
pressed 
down 
weight upon 
and age after, 


like a skin laid over, 
psoriatic and spare, 


when the ocean became poison, methane bubbling against the surface 
of the water, 
life drowned in a toxic wash of carbon dioxide, 
the hypoxic seas, calcium carbonate husks, 
sulfide stink of rotten eggs, 
if you could smell, 


and nothing would grow ), 
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no wood 
nor food, 


it was all imported, 
carried in over broad, 


barren spaces, 
40,000 winding steps across the mesas 
to gather the loose, 
the binding threads of distant culture 


into contact, 
fold the empty, 


absent, 
this too-wide world into 


sense, 


sensing 
sensitive as blister skin, 
respondent as spiders’ spin, 


pulling together, 
holding together; 
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( and the temple is a hunger 
and the world is wide and lonely ), 
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only sight and the coiling, 
the serpent time 


cut through 
at the center, the mind-snake cut through 


© 
Z 


( and shining 


( effecting 
( effected ))) 


and 
these barely perforate skins, 
movement of the sun upon, 


and the deep down under moment, 
only-moment, 
as if 
OmPhallos, the fount 
and weathered remains; 
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but 
the sun at Chaco, 


overhead 
and heavy upon my neck the long day before, 


this matter rendered, 
burnt to stasis, 
drawn slow into place as 


withering and 
vast, 
the coiling magnetic snarl 


overhead, 
crawling impetus 
and 
violence and flame, 


the weight at the core, 
pressure compacting, 
fusion and photon release, 
and 
the long, random walk ( 100,000 years, 
atom to atom, 
to the convection zone, inch after inch ), 


churning granulation cells erupting unto surface, 
explode into the torrid atmosphere, 


whiplash against 


the choking black, 
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and, 
8 minutes later, 


as if protracted by the 
open space between blinking lids, tired, 
heat-flushed, the heavy lids, 
eyelids that separate 
and drawing out of dream 
a long moment later and 
heavy on the desert floor, 
the sun-bleached earth 
where we’ ve never been ( the place as yet unarticulated ), 


but 
the sun down to Chaco, 
the sky torn, 


oppressive, 
the baking rock 
desert age exposed upon canyon walls, laminate 
and dripping with swallows’ nests; 


but burnt, 
but dry and 


disappearing, almost, 
life compressed into lonely, 
a panting attention, 
and the water thick and tepid and stinking like plastic, 


the siren’s howl for some poor fucking teenager drowning 
in the nausea, 
the bruising pain of heatstroke, 


and we huddled in rank and grating shade and read 


( and the stink of sunblock 
the oily, 
the opaque spray laminate ), 


shivering heat waves, 
the knife-light stab (as if ) 
blinding, 
binding sight, 
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and 
the ruins, 
the walls-aligned dissolving into afterthought under 
touch, 


flimsy canopy and folding plastic chairs 
under 
pressure, 
presence of 
(of ), 


the ruins not present to, 
nor for, 
but sun-shining in stead, only, 
and then stood, 
heat-only and glare 
( as if skin instead ) 
shines, 


eyesight-solely 


(as ) 
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as in the temple of the sun 
everyone is subject 
and no one is slave. 
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And then, 
that night, it rained ( somehow, impossibly ), 

the tent’s nylon skin 

like a bellying sail pressed wet against my head 
( the sodden pillow below ), 

wind catching the fly 
(I’ve told you this before ), 
elastic ripped loose and snapping, 

the whip and sag, 
desert weed in my back, 


and suddenly, 
sudden as the first expression upon forehead, 
beading, 
on bare shoulder burnt hot to touch, 
and sodden, then, under thrashing skies 


SEEING the moment, 


presence, 
AS SUCH, 


289 


RENDERED AS SUCH IN ATTENTION 
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BY ATTENTION 
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( and that these words REFER ), 


as event, 
this moment undistinguished, 


this space-time ( as space-time ) not emergent before 
( there is no ), 


this thought, here-now, born of, 
making of, material interaction 


A NECESSARY PERSPECTIVE 


(a necessary condition of presence 
( and can understand this too quickly )); 


matter pronounced, 
all of space-time pronounced, 


all-that-is-that-was-that-will-be pronounced 


292 


as moment-in-attention 


( this here- 
now 


preconditioning before, 


this now reaching back, 
knotted back, 
the rain falling back down before 
( making before 
before ), 
the parching grass and desert, 
yellow grass yawning OUT to sun-shine before, 
and to fire, 
this word reaching back, 


this 
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( matter-energy trajected ( supervened upon, 
grown out to (( back to (in to )), 


and redeemed 
( ennobled ), 
the real BORN as, and, 


in delight of feeling only, 


FULFILLED ( made present ), in moment only, 


in wonder and eye 
( your eye ), 


in, attention 


( and the fit of it, how surely contained, 
of it all packed into skin, into surface and laughing 
light, as what is is, 
into life 
unlike- 
and-yet-alike, 


but all burning here diaphanous and cracked, 
this only-point and the 40 billion ramifications and more exploding OUT, 
as if breaking the surface of black water, 
bubbles blossoming from skin-plunge, 
each drop blast-radiant, 
implication implicating ( reciprocating ), 
each moment-point origin anew 


( and can almost feel the visual filter clamping down 
and you struggle not to squint, 
to hold lids wide and open 
and ))), 


has grown and so will continue now to 


grow 
in to ))). 
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In the temple of the sun 
the feedlots are all empty; 


the cages have been opened, 
fences cut 


(( there are no straight walkways, 


nothing easy, 
nothing tame ) 
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as once there was no life, and then and suddenly 
there was 


( life 
(now still in that (moment ))), 


that was not until it was (is ), 
could not be until it ( as if more than its particulars ), 


as 
born from the movement-only, 
of fractal motes of chaos and minor folds, dead, 
these not-dead particles corralled ( in attention ), 


sudden and blooming biologies, 
vast material architectures — 


as microscopic organisms spreading across the seafloor, 
clustering around hydrothermal vents 
as uranium, thorium decay in the earth’s frozen metal core, 


pensive finger muscles, 
the bulbous flesh of digits against page and 
wires of tattered hair on crude, 
upon knotted knuckles, 
the always-dead, 
these strangler’s hands ( in attention )) 
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and the blood-pump down below, 
impetus pushing OUT from, 


and before even life, 
the store 
( bombs planted everywhere ), 


the not-( yet )-presence of present 


(moment not ( yet ) 
thought not ( yet ) 


( this sounds like your thought 
( but you are not ( yet ) present )) 


but ) 
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insisting 


( that there is some impetus below this, 
some reserve, 
something reaching into now, 
reflexive, 
pushing out from, 
from 
the 95% of this enormous sense of place we cannot ( yet ) sense, 


that these bodies cannot ( yet ) touch, 


some force driving this matter to motion 
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((( and that the physical 
(as if physical ) reality of the world ( the real ) 
is 
UNDER SENSE ( out-of-text ) only 


( under even entropy ( unmeaning ), 
and, as such, is present as boundary (( only ) 


as death ( have told you this before ))), 


the real not, nor of, 
but not-this only 


( under blister-mark of word revisiting, 
revisiting, 

revisiting ( twisted into the matrix of 

( pulling attention down into each ), 

wiring-haired lattice of 


of 
(of ), 
of notice )), 
is not 
(is )) 
and pushing 
( calling ), 
and pushing ) 


and still in that ) expansion, mutation ), 


and now reaching, 
reflexive 


( this 
( this )); 
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everything moves 
AND MOVES TOGETHER 


( it is time ) — 


matter come to, 


come to matter ( in attention ), 


OUT of element become, 
and become only 


( not wholly, 


but emergent of, 
bringing all into ), 


image 


upon 
image, reflection 
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unfolding like new-birthed leaves 
past the too-tight bark, greening curl against the whorl-currents of, 
and into sun-breath and air-stretching, 


in delight of feeling only, 


and all now-here, 
falling in, all, 


and open; 


but so dies, 


moment unstable, 
focus mortal and unwinding and 
so dies 


( and 
as though approaching something unlike, here, 


unlike- 
and-yet-alike, 


some unfurling wide and open and free 


(and ), 
these contraries resonating in such a way as to dis-solve 
into 
( but so dies )). 
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In the temple of the sun life is ever-cresting; 


I am digging a hole 
(a grave ) deep into this high and desert face. 


O muses! O high genius! 
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And it was built at Mundo Perdido, 
at Stonehenge and Woodhenge; 
at Mound 72, 
Catequilla and Persepolis; 


it is at Chichen Itza, 
the Bighorn Medicine Wheel; 
at Béijing Gl Guanxiangtai; 
at Gaocheng, Gilgal Rephaim. 


It was built at Newgrange, Knowth, 
the Ring of Brodgar; 
Abu Simbel and Nabta Playa; 
at El Karnak and at Luxor; 


on Gotland Island, Angkor Wat, 
the great trees strangling 


again and again 
and 


the Jantras at Delhi, Benares, Mathura, Jaipur and Ujjain; 


at Learmonth, Mount Wilson, Kitt Peak, Big Bear; 
at Nobeyama. 


It is the Owens Valley Solar Array, 
the SDO, ISS, 
TRACE, TIMED, RHESSI, ACE, LIGO, 
SoHO and IMAGE Satellite, 
wave unto wave; 
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it is at Chartres, Cologne and Sacre Coeur, 
City, 
Cheval Palace, Las Pozas, the Watts Towers, 


matter as swarm clothed with vision 
in Dietikon, Cossé-le- Vivien, Wat Rong Khun and Summerville, King Mountain; 
it is at Agra; 
at Khajuraho, 
Prambanan and Tamil Nadu; 
at Masjid al-Haram. 
It is the Lotus Temple, 
the Pyramids of Giza, Beit haMikdash, 


everywhere is the temple, 


Parthenon and Pantheon, 
Sagrada Familia, Hagia Sophia, Il Duomo; 


at Ephesus, dying the life of the one, 


the == announced, 


made tangible and present 


again and again 
and 
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in the temple of the sun this list is not exhaustive. 


305 


And 
there is an abundance of matter-energy, movement, 
of pattern 
( there is 
ONLY abundance ), 


of carbon, oxygen, hydrogen, 
phosphorus, nitrogen, 
calcium, potassium, sulfur, 


sodium, magnesium and copper; 


zinc, selenium, molybdenum, fluorine, 
chlorine, iodine and manganese, cobalt and iron; 


lithium, lead, silicon, aluminum, strontium, vanadium, bromine, arsenic, boron — 


all matter, only matter (in attention ), 


and all matter, ALL matter, was once 


only dead, 
ALL dead, ONLY dead and dismembered, 
as if grief tearing through 
and now a small part, 
an almost-but-not-quite-insignificant part of this abundance is 


this, 
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has co-opted, 
harnessed and inhabited 
this, 


this life, 


this rare and holy fraction, 
minor glitch in the simple precision 
of the ALL, 
the 
ONLY dead, 
has 
wrapped skin and ligament around crumbling disorder, 
the parching bones of entropy, 
pitted and splitting rock, 
tendencies of dissipation, 
equalization; 


this 


(has happened without you ), 
this god-is-something-that-matter-does- 
(is only ever you )- 
and-as-yet-unfinished, 
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this 
this 


309 


310 


has 
grown 
( and so will continue now to grow ) 


OUT beyond this too-small 
again and again, 
has 
involved within, upon 
this dead-not-dead, 
metal, mineral, protein and enzyme, 


this, 


in sight ( your sight ), 
this moment-only, 


this we have now 


(( this ( wanting 
this )) 


on these pages 
( supervening upon tongue muscle, spit 
( mouthing these desert words ( this )))), 


is built 
( have built 
and so will continue now to 
( becoming organ, open ) 


and 
we will build it again; 
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( first ) 
NEED to get LIFE OFF OF THE PLANET 
(( I’ve told you this before ) 
to distribute the risk 
( to give ourselves something to do 
( been without purpose and sadly ), 
some enterprise worthy of the thought-faltering miracle 
that 1. there is anything at all 
(is ) 
and that 2. we seem to have a significant say 
in what actually HAPPENS here )), 


to foment LIFE throughout the not-ness of SPACE 
( ally our thought to the movement of ), 


BRING IT ALL into PRESENCE, 
a MOMENT WIDER, 


into CROWDING JOY 


( have been incapable of presence ( and sadly ), 
this thought-word our failure, 
this skin, 

nothing deeper than, 


this fraction our failure ) — 
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but that 
flesh is the fabric through which this, 
this loving-god-suffusing is weaved, 
organic matter the canvas upon which it is painted, 


your face, this now, upon the flayed skin of 


these bodies-borrowed 


( as bodies 
( patterns ( ideas )), 
they are, yet, borrowed ( borrowing-only )) — 


medium through which this-all has become 
( are you desperate enough to risk it yet ? ) 


image/ 
reflection 


look around you. 
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And in the temple of the sun 
all foods are abundant and free ( and involving ) 
and the stones have come into flower; 
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but the temple of the sun is built to be broken, 
has been built and rebuilt uncountable times 
and then burnt, abandoned, 


broken open 
uncountable times; 


becomes a prison only 
to be broken open 
uncountable times, 


as at Akhet-Aten, Memphis, 
at Machu Pichu and Tikal; 
as at Alamut, Persepolis, Petra, Palmyra, 
Palenque, Ctesiphon; 
as at Babylon, at Sukhothai, 
Khajuraho, Vijayanagar, Mohenjo-daro; 
as at Angkor, Sanchi, at Ephesus; 


as at Chaco, 
destroyed the roofs that covered the kivas, 
revealed occulted architectures to the reflected sky 
( reflected ), 
then sealed the doors with mortar and stone, 
opened it all up to sky only 
( OUT of sense ), 
the sun instead, 
to the open space only, 
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burnt the roofs, 
sealed the doors 


and left it all abandoned forever; 


and the culture, 
the landscape-lived, 
wealth of pottery cracked, 


broken forever, abandoned, given over 
to the dead 
( twice dead and dismembered (I am )); 


then burnt it all down 


to 


(to ), 
to bare, 
to deserted ground 


(as with wind whipping the small burn to blaze (in memory ), 
long-dry and cracking cedar scrub piled head-high, shedding needle-leaves, 
and the weeds beside all made tinder by drought and Texas-sun, 
and the garden hose thin and insufficient against ), 


the sharp, 
the parching grass, 
yellow grass turned to flame 


(Lam ), 


everything burns 
nothing remains. 
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SAHASRAR 









and you are goingjto die 
ou are 


are going to | | 


to die 


to drown in the 








black hole below 


you are gofing to die 












and the fecal tang 








its coming 
breath after 


after breath 


|| and forwards into 






fear 


and this 






(is the sign ) 





is why you’ ve learned to read, 


and the wholefof your life only 


blindly groping towards 


breath after 






this, 


this 









moment-only 
after breath, 


to murder it 


and you relax | i 
lying downJpreferably, 


and breathe and 


breathe 


and lidded eyes 
vitric 
and breathe and 
follow your 
and neither thought, 


Inor image, 
eflections in| 


in 


and out 


















long-snaking 


column of air, L 





breath, as if 
hollow of cock 
in a meat and bone cunt, 








as in 
the thin-skin shell 
of tortured nylon 
( and out ), 
skeletal tent poles stressed unto fracture 
nder the sagging weight 
of wet and accumulated snow 




















and § lay unmoving 

( and to your chagrin ) 

skin twitching static, 

naked, 
and naked even under 

( under place ), 

and the rush up 






and out 


and from sphincter to mouth 





this 






body-wrapped-around, 
fist of, 
event horizon beyond which is 








and then later that night, 
your nostrils barely flickering 
against the depthless breath of sleep, 
spoke ( in inebriety ) 
to your silence 
( and inebriety ), 
as if testing the premise, 
pretending you would neither grasp 
nor remember, said, 
















but yet goes down 


making passage, 
hermetic, 


liquid matter of 









this only, 
this robot, 
this 





-breath-infusing 











between all that, 
of all going to diefand 


down, 


reaching down, 


roots to black mud 





( the dead wash downstream but ); 
my toes are stuck in mud, 


crustacean ears cupped, 





radial ears turned soft to the washing sea, 


involved and self-cycling ( of blood, 
EES of breath ) 


barnacle nails 
and limpet mouth, 










sea-snaking tongue 
pressedjagainst palate, 

thin gauze of saliva 

between, 

salt-water and stick, 

building pressure 





electrodes clamped tight to 
the temples 


and cold, 










from the top of the head 
and dark 


and cold 











this genital-sensitive 


and cold 





( and in 
and out ) 


this infrared page losingfenergy 












event horizon ink 








down 
and down, 
down, 


down 
thrice punctured vertebrae, 





the nostrils 
and 
wide mouth of these vertebrae 





down, 










the taste turned in, 
briny and slick, 






the leather belts of kelp 
strapped down, 

roots reaching down, hair-fine, 

down deep into salt-heav 






and desperate wails 
transfixedfbetween whimper and scream 

( your wails ) 
naked pain upon stereocilia, 


wave crash to brain stem 





















( and breathe and ) 






the buck and heave against 
lown strangler’s hands’ ) Es hold 
and the whites of nauseate fingers, 
mechanic hiss of the mask regulator 
(( bared trauma of ( this )) 
and breathe and ) 






and 
ragged into heavy air, 
your nitrous exhalations 






and down 
bear down 
down 


but it is not I who 




























breathff identical to 


labial-sensitive, 
and 

amniotic fluid snaking out into light, 

out serpentine, 






have 
( you have ) 
drawn OUT the skin of 


world-wrapping 
as 
frictionfiridges abrade 


( making place )) 











and 

the saw-toothed clamp upon cord, 
the heavy scissors sheer, 

ouroboros bit headless, 

stunted-tail-less §( fam ), 


only 






( only this ), 


theffalling sun golden 
through sallow glass 
and spreading blood 
of breath, 

andfon blanched sheets 
( andffyou are going to die and ), 
of budding world 


down 
and down 


andjblooming, 


born 
(( reborn 


and down ( in source erupting )) 


down 





against blister skin, 


drawn taut this skin, 
drum-skin upon which 
















carried this thought across thefresounding surface of, 






this 

it 

self 
resolving 
into 


planar and 


( cresting 
( of plosive singularity 
( of all that is 
that it is 
( of breath )))) 
is bounded, 
horizon-snake wrapped, 


screen-ostensive, 
vitric, mirrored, 
of all falling into now, event horizon surrounding 











( the ( real and ) not-empty 
(empty ) center 
(empty to )), 
this thought of surface 

(a surface ) only, 


as everything is 








( and 
can be so convincingly represented to thought 
as 
as world-complete 
attention so avid to fall, 
as into 
film-frame, say, 
frame after and static, 
placental-only, 
light 
cast 
upon 
and bounding 
( brought to )), 

























as into this 
( as rendered in 
( this )), 







this skin-only 










still 
unstillfand tearing at edges 
( but rendered in ) 













image, 
only image, 
blocks of, bleeding, and the hair-fine pink, 
pulse of thought-peristaltic 
suffusing, 









his bruising, 
his skin of, 
purple edge of 
















but down, 
down and to rotting root, 
down 












and the not below, 
asifiblack water running, 
swelling under 
this; 
this, 


waves washing out from 





( the remnant 
( the real ) 
under even entropy ) 





( 


as if feet shuffling through, 
as when 








walking upon cracking ice 
to the not-fully-frozen river-mouth, 


the chirring snow 
and my mother huddling the twins about her, 
ice cracking into thorough cold, 

the dark mind of water below, 
and so calling from very deep drifts, 
there, 

worrying the sound 
and the snow blown into brittle bushes along the shore in long, 
in limber waves, 







but yetfwalked 
to the river-mouth, 
together, 






















my fatherfand I, 
and the rills perspicuous, 
the water erupting through the surface of ice into abstraction almost, 
remote and crystalline sense, 

the frozen mist of spray, 


and our exhalations recoiled from the over-cold, billowing, 
and rime bent boughs to obeisance, 





down 


butfthe alluvial hollow, 


butithe diamond sheen in excavate, 
the striated snow-cave, 


as if lunar light smeared, 


made a to touch 


(( in attention ) 

























and there is black force, 
as if water, roiling beneath 
he face of this page 








implacable, 


a black and heavy force pregnant 
within meaning 
( what has come before ), 





churning below 
( to now ), 


ardor under 
this, 





as it moves, 
continues, always, 
to 


( to die 


( andfyou are going to 
( andfyour death will ( almost certainly ) be — 





painful, 
humiliating 


and very 
veryscary 








( as in the pressingjand humid evening tack 
of hefted axe haft 


andfthe doe’s head rising up to my foot 














in terro 







breath shivers to panicfand 





andfso laid my shoe upon her head, 
gently, 










down easyfand in response ( defeat ), 
down 






and still self-loathing in lack-declared, 
that inattention, 







strangler’s hands stagnant 

in aversion to touch, 
lend succor before 

to bend down before 













as though the injury and coming murde 
were infectious 

or sullying, somehow 

the carcass bacteria yet swarming under surface 










something deeper than grasp 









but then the rank stick of thought after, 
thick as carrionfand slow 


and even now in this moment 


wave unto wave 








quelledjand slothful 
(in refusal, even,fher trauma bared ) 





and yielding, defeated, to languor; 


but it is not I who )))))) 












andjthe 
pressurefagainst 
the constraining skull of thought 
( of moment ) 














against this 
moment after moment, 


whalebone-corset-tight 
( making life ) 


















this girth, 
swell, 
wrapped around,fwe baya horo shout, 
this mouth 


around and the iambic thud 


(Iam ) 






after thud 
after thud ) 











now, slightly 
tensef( present ), so slightly down 
making passage, goesfdown, 










down 






passive 
into lungs underfthroat, 
horax reflexivefagainst 








( but yet ) 






goesidown, 








and the swelling ribcagefpressed against diaphragm, 
pressing and held 







down and 





as if breath were 
itself the substance of, 
and mouthed into 










falling muscles, 
still, 


unstill, 
coming slow now to 
in thisfplace between, to rest, 


thisfrift, 


this 
enfolding 







and with weight, 


thefpressure-immediate of water, 
presence 


















( when as waves unto shore, sucked downfinto 
and the desperate draw at the back of my knees, | 
downfand down, 
as drowningfinto deeper water, 

orbital force welling into wave crestfand crashing, 






and the salt-sting in sinuses, 
shell-scrape against shins 


and then gasping into too-wet air 
and in rivulets amongst leg hairs after ), 


the thin red of blood running into 


memory into 
music as voices die 







and thefcartilage between, 
bladesfof thefceiling fan, 







sound cutting air, 





wrapped and 
movementsfof, andjmaking, 











folding into, 
as against 











( and laterfthatfnight, 
infthe heavy burn of sunstroke andfcheap wine, 
vomit spill, sorefthroat 

cerulean:fthe scud of haloing clouds, 
fasterfthan, 











as sight would 
mark andjfollow 





diminishing infhead-swivel 
inthe naked architecture 





of shore andjsky, 









the wave-wash in callow ears, 
welling salivajstill, 
andjfaltering, 
star gauze andfswallowfdown 
the acrid bile-burn| 








tactile 
resistance 
againstiswelling air 






theJweight of it, 
slow surface tension againstidraw 


and of pink suffusing, 


( andjarms encircling 
andjsevered light, 
butfskin of light only 













theJalmost-but-not-quite, 




















hollow in chest, 
thefblood feeding starving organs and| 
hollow below 





hefsilence 
creasing down deep below 


sleep 











and receptive under ( sleep ), 






sweet, 
hefheavy ripeness of 
and blood-bursting fruit 





( and| 
underfskin 
skin )), 















the flesh flayingfback, 
twistingfup into wide sails overhead, 
the fan, 
and 
body reachingfOUT, 
marrow foamingfunder cracking bone-bark, 
boilingfsap to syrup 
and blood on the 


and growing| 
growinggwide and 
growing 






( and want to imagine death 


as a terminus 
a mass 


( as if mass ) without volume and so ( necessarily ) without movement ( without 


thought 
| 
compelling and 


( time 
under the thin skin of 7 i | 


( as if time ))) 
( for you 


( surface your ( self ))), 











but 
I mean death and ruin as a HOLY not 
( carried 





but of moment held 









( burgeoning 





OUT 
from ), 
as moment, 
is 
(is ), and exhale, 
yet held 
and held by, 


but these red-shifted words, 
down| 
reaching downfandjthe whole of the, 
the 
all wheeling, 
vistas compressedfto, 
and the looking-back andfpupil dilating 


andjto 


you are goingjto ) 


but yet digits elongating and 
wanting at deep 










( find it empty ( only weight andfno 


vertebraefpopping loose 
as pressure pushing, 
pancreas and pulmonary pulse 
out 
wheeling out from 


this surface-galactic 





and the milk on my thumb and 
andjtissue torn wide 
through fungus andjfern 





andidown, 
goingidown 





but 
the under vastfand the what 
and not 






and the event horizon beyond which 
there 

is 
not 






not word 


only 


nor sense 





only 


nor where 


for it to be 








( notimoment ) 


all of your life, 
you ’ve been waiting for, 


thisfreturn, 
ocean 
this rest 







( as if, so close to sleep, muscle, tissue, bone werefstretched 
andj{vibrate, 


flesh-slough out of dream, 
thought choking wet 
drowns out of ) 





the wavesfpull 
( you’ ve felt this before, 
intimate touch), 


waters somnolent 
as forgiveness 
and singing 


( takes hold of this only ) 


all without, 
this limit without 


and 


and passing 







wave unto 
unto 


and frail wonder 


only my eyes abraded 


and crowding joy 


and so wake up out of dream and into 






( rushing presence and 







( 





( this fetal god ) 


awakening in 


(in 
( in attention 


(in ))), 


the movementfonly born in 


( have vanished momentsfonly; 
but it showsfpromise, to begin from, 
build from, 
dying the life of )) 







gentle, 
the newly-humid air, 
porous skin relaxing unto, 


and the last crusts of winter 
painting black the salt-stained asphalt, 


hatless, 
hated-coatless 
on my blue bike, 


and the whirr in wet ears, 
doubles, 
triples slapping against the muck-cruddy fork 


and stamping the coaster brake brazen, 


tight calves, 
heal flexed and 
fish-tailing underfoot and happy 





the breath rush through unlabored gasps 


and my mother bending down, later, 
stiff plastic of the merbromin applicator against broken skin, 
grit-scraped, 


and the apple she plucked down from the fruit basket, 
the liquid-joy-crash against pressing incisors, 
bright and transubstantiate, 
electric splash unto brain and singing, 


the taut flesh-burst of pith into ) — 


but 
there 
is 


limit 








this 
skin 
only 


the 
limit 








this 








(is 


( why 
you 
learned 
to 
read ) 


the 
sign ) 








is 
the 
limit 














